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PRO I TS UL 


Spoken by the Author. 


NA Allants ! behold before your Eyes the Wight, 
Whoſe Actions land accountable to-night, ( 
For all your Dividends of Profit or Delight. 
New Plays reſemble Bubbles, aue muſt own, 
But their intrinfic Value foon is known, 
There's no impoſing Pleaſure on a Town. f 
Aud when they fail, count oer his Pains and Trouble, 
His Doubts, his Fears, the Poet is a Bubble. 

As Heroes by the Tragic Muſe are ſung ; 
So to the Comic, Knawves and Fools belong : 
Follies to-night, of various kinds we paint, 
One, in a Female Philofephic Saint, 
That wou'd by Learning Nature's Laws repeal, 
Warm all her Sex's Bojoms to rebel, 
And only with Platonic Raptures favell. 0 
Long ſhe reſiſts the proper Uſe of Beauty, 
But Fleſh and Blood reduce the Dame to Duty. 
A Coxcemb too of modern Stamp we ſhow, 
A Wit -but impudent a South-Sea Bean. 
Nay more our Muſes Fire ( but pray protect her) 
Roaſts, to your Taſte, a whole South-Sea Director. 
But let none think we bring him here in ſgite, 
Fer all their Actions, ſure, will bear the Light ; 
Beſides, he's painted here in Height of Power, © 
Long ere we laid ſuch Ruin at his Door : | 
When he was Levee'd, like a Stateſman, by the Town, 
And thought his heap' d up Millions all his own. 
No, no; Stock's always at a Thouſand here, 
He'll almoſt honef? on the Stage appear. 

Such is our Fare, to feed the Mind our Aim, F 


But Poets ſtand, like Warriors, in their Fame 

One ill Day's Wert brings all their paſt to Shame, 

Thus having taſted of your former  avour, 

The Chance ſeems now for deeper Stakes than ever. 
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6 As after Runs of Luck, avere moſt accurſ}, 
0 To lofe cur Wi innings, than hawve loſt at firſt ; - 
A ji 1 Stake loft has often ſav 4 From Ruin, 4 
; But en one C aft to loje the Tout is hard Undoing. 2 
i But be it as it may the Dye is thrown, j- 
j Fear now were Folly——Pa/; the Rubicon. # 
| N E. , E. E. B. V. E. B.; B. E. S. W. Vi | 
| | þ 
| , RX. | 4 
| Dramatis Perſonæ. 
| | . 
| M E N. 4 
| Sir Gilbert Wrangle, Mr, Penkethman, 1 
| Granger, ; Mr. Booth, 8 
| Frankly, Mr. Wilks. 

Willing, | Mr. Cibber. 
1 
| | OF E .N, 

Lady Mrargle, Mrs. Bicknell, 
Sophronia, | Mrs. O/dfeeld. 


Charlate, Mrs. Booth. 
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The SCENE, Weſtminſter-Hall, | 


Frankly and Granger meeting, 


Fran. I S it poſlible ! 
1 Gran. Fraully! 
Fran. Dear Granger 7 I did not expect you theſe ten 
Days: 125 came you to be ſo much better than your 
Word? 5 
Gran. Why, to tell you the ruth, os I began 
to think London better than n 
Fran. That's ſtrange : Bat you never think like ether 
People. SY 
Ceran. Lam more Pt; to ſpeak what. F think, has 
other People: Though, I confeſs, Paris has its Charms; 
but to me they ate hike theſe of a Coquette, gay and 
gaudy; they ſerve to amuſe with, but a Man would not 
chooſe to be matrry'd to them. In ſhort, I am to pals 
my Days in Old England, and am therefore reſolyed not 
to have an ill Opinion of it. 

Frau. Theſe ſettled Thoughts, Ned, make me hope, 
that if ever you hn marry, you will be as partial to 
the Nom an you intend to paſs your Days with. 
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Gran, Faith! I think every Man's a Fool that is not: 4 
But it's very odd; you ſee, the groſſeſt Fools have gene- 4 
rally Senſe enough to be fond of a fine Houſe, or a fine | 
Horſe, when they have bought them: They can ſee the 4 
Value of them, at leaſt; and why a poor Wife ſhould f 
not have as fair play for one's Inclination, I can ſee no 


Reaſon, but downright IIl- nature or Stupidity. 'S 

Fran. What do you think of Avarice ? when People 1 
purchaſe Wives, as they do other Goods, only becauſe A 
they” are a Pennyworth : Then too, a Woman has a 2 


fine Time on't! 
1 Gran. Ay, but that will never be the Caſe of my 'Þ 
if Wife: When I marry, PII do it with the ſame conve- 4 
1 nient Views as a Man would ſet up his Coach, becauſe bo 
if his Eſtate will bear it, it's eaſy, and keeps him out of 
1 dirty Company. f ; 

| Fran. But what! would you have a Wife have no 
more: Charms than a Chariot ? 

Gran. Ah! Friend, if I can but paſs as many eaſy 
| Hours at home with one, as abroad in t'other, I will 
| take my chance for her Works of Supererogation ; and 
if believe at worſt, ſhould be upon a Par with the Hap- 

| pineſs of moſt Huſbands about Tow. | 3 

| Fran. But at this rate, you would marry before you * 
1 are in love. | 1 
* Gran. Why not? Do you think Happineſs is entail'd 9 

| upon marrying the Woman you love? No more than 3 

Reward is upon public Merit: It may give you a Title 
to it indeed; but you muſt depend upon other People's 
. Virtue to find your account in either. For my part, 1 
am not for building Caſtles in the Air; when I marry, 

I expe& no great Matters; none of your Angels, a 

mortal Woman will do my Buſtneſs, as you'll find, when 

I tell you my Choice. All I defire of a Wife, is, that 

ſhe will do as ſhe is bid, and keep herſelf clean. 

Fran. Would yon not have her a Companion tho? as 

well as a Bedfellow? 5 
if Gran. You mean, I ſuppoſe, a Woman of Senſe. 
1158 Fran. I ſhould not think it amiſs for a Man of Senſe, 1 

Ceran. Nor I; but S'death! where ſhall J get her? 3 
| In ſhort, I am tired with the Search, and will ev'n take F 
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up, with one, as Nature has made her, handſome, and 
only a Fool of her own making. | 

Fran. Was ever ſo deſperate an Indifference? I am 
impatient till I know her. | 

Gran. Even the ſage and haughty Prude, Sophronia. 

Fran. Sophronia! I hope you don't take her for a 
Fool, Sir; why, ſhe thinks ſhe has more Senſe than all 
her Sex together. 

Gran. You don't tell me that as a Proof of her Wit, 
J preſume, Sir. 

Fran. No: But I think your Humour's a little extra- 
ordinary, that can reſolve to marry the Woman you 
laugh at. | 

Gran. It's at leaſt, a ſign I am in no great danger of 
her laughing at me, Tom; the Cafe of many a prettier 
Fellow. But I take Sophronra to be only a Fool of Parts, 
that however capable of thinking right; and a Man 
mult be nice indeed, that turns up his Noſe at a Woman 
who has no worſe Imperfection, than ſetting too great a 
Value upon her Underſtanding. I grant it the 1s half 
mad wich her Learning and Philoſophy > What then? fo 
are moſt of cur great Men, when they get a little too 
much on't. Nay, ſhe is ſo wrapt in the Pride of her 1ma- 
ginary Knowledge, that ſhe almoſt forgets ſhe is a Wo- 
man, and thinks all Offers of Love to her Perſon a Diſ- 
honour to the Dignity of her Soul ; but all this does not 
diſcourage me: She may fancy herſelf as wiſe as ſhe 
1 ; but unleſs I fail in my meaſures, I hall think I 
have hard luck, if I don't make that fine Fleſh and 
Blood of hers, as troubleſome as my own in a Fortnight. 

Fran. You muſt have better luck than I had then; I 
was her Fool for above five Months together, and did. 
not come ill-recommended to the Family; but could 
make no more Impreſſion than upon a Veſtal Virgin: 
And how a Man of your cool Reffection, can think. of 
attempting her, I have no Notion. 

Gran. Phaſh! I laugh at all her Airs; a Woman of 
a general Inſenſibility, is only one that has never been 
rightly attack'd. 

Frau. Are you then really reſolved to purſue her? 
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Gran. Why not? Is not ſhea fine Creature? Has not 
ſhe Parts? Would not half her Knowledge, equally 
divided, make fifty Coquettes all Women ct Senſe? Is 
not her Beauty natural, her Perſon lovely, her Mein 
majeſtic ? Then ſuch a Conſtitution 

Fran. Nay, ſhe has a wholſom Look, I grant you: 


But then her Prudery, and P/atoxic Principles, are inſup- 


portable, 
Gran. Now to me they are more diverting, than all 


the Levity of a Coquette: O! the noble Conflicts be- 


tween Nature and a proud Underſtanding, make our 
Triumphs ſo infinitely above thoſe petty Conqueſts— 
Beſides, are not you Philoſopher enough to know, my 
Friend, that a Body continent holds molt of the thing 


contain'd ? *Tis not your waſting Current, but Reſer- 


voirs, that make the Fountain play ; not the Prodigal's, 
but the Miſer's Cheſt that holds the Treaſure: No, no, 
take my Word, your Prude has thrice the latent Fire of 
a Coquette. Your Prude's Flaſk hermetically ſeal'd, 
all's right within, depend upon't ; but your Coquette's a 
mere Bottle of Plague-water, that's open to every body. 
Fran. Well, Sir, ſince you ſeem ſo heartily in earneſt, 
and, I fee, are not to be diſguſted at a little Female 
Frailty : I think I ought in Honour to let you into a 
little more of her: You muſt know then, this marble- 
hearted Lady; who could not bear my Addreſſes to her- 
ſelf, has notwithſtanding Fleſh and Blood enough to be 


ten times more uneaſy, that I now pay them to her Sitter, 


Gran. I am glad to hear it: Priythee ! let me know 
al]; for 'tis upon theſe ſort of Weakneſſes that I am to 
ſtrengthen my Hopes. 

Fran. You know, I writ you word, that I thought 
the ſafeſt way to cover my real Paſſion for her Siſter 
Charlotte, would be to drop my cold Pretenſions to So- 
phronia inſenſibly: upon which account I rather heigh- 
ten'd my Reſpect to her: But as, you know, *tis harder 
to diſguiſe a real Inclination than to diſſemble one we 
have not; Sop/hronia, it ſeems, has ſo far ſuſpected the 
Cheat, that, fince your Abſence, ſhe has broke into a 
thouſand little Impatiences at my new Happineſs with 
Charlotte, | 
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ran. Good. 
Fran. But the Jeſt 1 is, ſhe can't yet bring down her 
Vanity to believe I am in earneſt with Charlotte neither; 


but really fancies my Addreſſes there are all Grimace, 


the mere Malice of a rejected Lover, to give her Scorn 
a jealouſy. | 

Gran. Admirable ! but T hope you are 5 of this. 

Fran. Twas but yeſterday ſhe Save me a Proof of it. 

Gran. Pray, let's hear. 

Fran. Why, as Charlotte and I were whiſpering at 
one end of a Room, while we thought her wrapt up in 
one of Horace's Odes at the other, of e a ſudden I obſervꝰd 
her come ſailing up to me, with an inſulting Smile, as 
who ſhould fay——1 laugh at all theſe ſhallow, Arts— 
then turn'd ſhort, and looking over her „Shen cry'd 
aloud, Ah ! Mifer ! 

Duantd laboras in Charybdi ! ; | 

Gran, Digue Puer - meliore lamm Ah! methinks 
I ſee the imperi9us Huily in Profile, waving her ſnowy 
Neck into a thouſand lovely Attitudes of Scqrn and 
Triumph! Oh the dear Vanity + Well, ,when all's ſaid, 
the Coxcomb's vaſtly handſome ! | 

Fran. I-gad! thou art the oddeſt Fellow in the World! 


.to be thus capable of diverting yeurſelf with your Miſ- 


treſs's Jealouſy of another Man. 

Gran. Pſhah! Thou'rt too refin'd a Lover; Lam glad 
of any Occaſion: that proves her more a Woman, than 
ſhe imagines. 

Fran. But pray, Sir, upon what foot did you ſtand 
with her before you went to raFnce ? 


Gran. O! I never pretended to more than a Platonic 


Paſſion ; 1 ſaw, at firſt View, ſhe Was inacccllible by 


Love. 
Fran. Yet, fince you were reſely'd to purſue her, how 


came you to think of rambling to Paris ? 


Gran. Why, the laſt time I ſaw her, the grew ſo fan- 
tallically jealous of my regarding her more as a Woman, 
than an intellectual Being, that my Patience Was half 
tired; and having at that time an Appointment with 
ſome idle Company to make a trip to Paris, I lily took 
that Occaſion, and told her, if I threw myſelf into a 
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voluntary Baniſhment from her. Perſon, I hoped ſhe 
would then be convinc'd, I had no other Views of Hap- 4 
pineſs, than what her Letters might, ev'n in Abſence, - 
as well gratify, from the Charms of her Underſtanding. Y 
1 Fran. Mott ſolemnly impudent! 

i Graz. In ſhort her Vanity was ſo blind to the Banter, 
1 that ſhe infiſted upon my Going, and made me a condi- 
Ib tional Promiſe of anſwering all my Letters ; in which.L 

lit have flatter'd her romantic Folly to that degree, that in 
i" her laſt, ſhe confeſſes an intire Satisfaction in the Iano- 

ll cent Dignity of my Inclinations (as ſhe ſtiles it) and there- 
1 fore thinks herſelf hound in Gratitude to recall me from 

I Exile: which gracious Boon (being heartily tired at 

Paris) I am now arriv'd to accept of. 

Fran. The merrieſt Amour that ever was! Well: and HJ 
why don't you viſit her ? Ws. 
0 Gran. O! I do all things by Rule not till ſhe- 1 
1 has din'd; for our Great Eugliſo Philoſopher, my Lord 
lil Bacon tells you, that then the Mind is generally moſt 
| ductile. 

'f Fran. Wiſely conſider'd. 
| | Gran. Beſides, I want to have a little Talk firſt with 
| the old Gentleman her Father. 

| Fran. Sir Gilbert!“ If I don't miſtake, yonder he 
comes | 

Gran. Where pr ythee ? 

Fran. There by the Bookſellers ; don't you ſee him, 
with an odd Croud after him ? 

Gran. O! now I have him he's loaded with 
Papers like a Solicitor. 

Frau. Sir, he 1s at this time a Man of the firſt Conſe- 
quence, and receives more Petitions every Hour, than 
the Court of Chancery in a whole Term. 

Gran. What! Is he Lord Treaſurer? 

Fran. A much more confiderable Perſon, I can aſſure 

| you, he is a Sourh-Sea . Sir. 

Gran. O! I cry you mercy! and thoſe about him, E 
preſume, are bowing for Subſcriptions. 

Fran. That's their Buſineſs, you may be ſure ; but 
ſee at laſt 1 has broke from them. FF 


- 
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Gran. No! there's one has got him by the Sleeve 


gain. 
* What! if we ſhould ſtand off and obſerve a little. 

Gran. With all my Heart. 

Sir G:1b, [Fo a Man at the Docr.] Pr'ythee, be quiet, 
Fellow! I tell you Pll ſend the Duke an Anſwer to- 
morrow morning.. 

[Within.] It's very well, Sir 


Sir Gilbert ſpeaks, entering with a great Parcel of open 
Letters in his Hand, and others ſtuffing his Pockets.. 


Sir G16, Very well! ay, ſo it is, if he gets it then 

Why? what! theſe People of Quality, ſure, think they 
do you a Favour, when they aſk one Huh ! let 

him come for it himſelf! 1 am ſure I was forced to do 
fo, at his Houſe, when F came for my own, and. could 
not get it neither and he expects I ſhould give him 
2000. only for ſending a Footman to me. Why ? what! 
Does his Grace think I don't know which ſide my Bread's 
butter'd on? Let's ſee! who are theſe from? — 
Reads to Himſelf.] 

Gran. The old Gentleman's no blind Admirer of a 
Man of Quality, I ſee. | 

Fran. O! Sir, he has lately taken up a mortal Aver- 
ſion to any Man that has a better Title than himſelf, 

Eran. How ſo, pray? | 
Fran. As he grows rich, he grows proud; and, among 
Friends, had lately a mind to be made a Lord himſelf; 
but applying to the wrong Perſon, it ſeems he was diſ- 
appointed; and ever ſince piques himſelf upon deſpiſing 
any Nobleman who is not as rich as himſelf. 

Gran, Hah ! the right Plebeian Spirit of Old England? 
But I think he's eounted an honeſt Man. 

Fran. Umh ! yes! well enough——a good fort of a 


mercantile Conſcience ; he is punQual in Bargains, and 
expects the ſame from others ; he will neither ſteal, nor 
cheat, unleſs he thinks he has the Protection of the 
Law : then indeed, as moſt thriving Men do, he thinks 
Honour and Equity are chimerical Notions. 

Gran, That is, he bluntly profeſſes what other People 
practiſe with more Breeding.——But let's accoſt him. 
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Fran. Stay a little. 
Sir Gilb. To me, Friend! 


Enter a Footman with a Letter. 


What will they never have done ? 

Feet. Sir, my Lady Double Chin preſents het Service, 
and ſays ſhe'll call for your Honour's Anſwer to-morrow 
morning. 

Sir Cilb. Very well ; tell my Lady I'll take care to 

[Exit Footman. 
be exactly out of the way when ſhe comes. 

Fran, Hah ! he'll keep that part of his word, I war- 
rant him. 

Sir Gilb, Let's ſee ! the old Story, I ſuppoſe [Reads] 
Um—Um——yes, yes only Two Thouſand 
Huh! Does the Woman take me for a Fool? Does 
he think I don't know that a Two Thouſand Subſcrip- 
tion is worth Two Thouſand Guineas ? and becauſe ſhe 


is not worth above Fourſcore Thouſand already, ſhe 


would have me give them to her for nothing Toa 
poor Relation, ſhe pretends indeed, as if ſhe loved any 
body better than herſelf ! A Drum! and a Fiddle ! III 
_ greaſe none of your fat Sows, not I no, no, get 
vou into the negative Pocket Bleſs my Eyes! 
Mr. Granger. 5 

Gran. Sir Gilbert, Jam your moſt humble Servant. 

Sir Gilb, In troth, I am glad to ſee you in England 
again Mr. F nankly, your humble Servant. | 

Fran. Sir, your molt obedient. 
Sir Gib. Well, how-goes Mi///7ppi, Man? What, do 
ow bring their Money, by Waggon- Loads to Market 
full? Hay! Hah ! hah! bah 

Fran. O! all gone, good for nothing, Sir, your Seuth- 
Sea has brought it to waſte Paper. 

Sir Cilßb. Why, ay, han't we done glorious things 
here? ha! we have found Work for the Coach-makets 
as well as they, Boy. 


Gran. Ay, Sir, in a little time we ſhall reduce thoſe, 


who keep them there, to their Original of riding behiud 
them here. 
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Sir Gils, Huh! huh! you will have your Joke ſtill, 
Well! you have not ſold cut, J hope. 
Grau. Not I faith, Sir; the old Five thouſand lies 


ſnug as it was: I don't ſee where one can move it, and 


mend it; ſo even let it he, and breed by itſelf. 

Sir Gi. You're right—-you're right—-hark you-— 
keep it the thing will do more ſtill, Boy. 

Gran. Sir, I am ſure it's in Hands, that can make it 
do any thing. | 

Sir Gi/b, Have you got any new Subſcription ? 

Gran, You know, Sir, I have been abſent, and it's 
really now grown ſo valuable a Favour, I have not the 
Conkdence to aſk it. | 

Sir Gib. Pſhah ! pr'ythee never talk of that, Man-— 

Gran, If I thought you were not full, Sir 

Sir Gs. Why, if I were as full as a Bumper, Sir, 
FIl put my Friends in, let who will run over for't. 

Fran. Sir Gilbert always doubles his Favours, by his 
manner of doing them. 

Sir Gilb. Frankly, you are down for 5000/7. already, 
and you may depend upon every Shilling of 1t——let 
me ſee, what have I done with my Liſt? Granger has a 
pu Eſtate, and had an eye upon my eldeſt Daughter 

efore he went to France; I muſt have him 1n, it may 
chance to bring the matter to bear. [Alle. 

Gran. Where did you get all theſe Letters, Sir Gil- 
bert ? | | 
Sir Gi/6, Why, ay, this is the Trade every Morning, 


all for Subſcriptions : nay, they are ſpecial Stuff. 


here pr'ythee read that. 

Fran. Who is it from, Sir ? 5 

Sir Gs. O! a North-Briton, a bloody ſquabbling 
Fellow, who owes me a Thouſand Pound for Difference, 
and that's his way of paying me: read it. 


Gran, [Reading.] Wuns, Sir, dee ye no tack me for 
a Man cf Henor ye need no ſend to my Ludging ſo often 
for year pimping Thouſand Pound Au ye'll be but civil 
4 bit, Iſe order the Bearer, my Broker, to mack up year 
Ballance : an if ye wwull but gea yourſelf the Trouble to put 
His name intull yeur own Lift for a Thouſand Subſcriptien, 
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Fran. Stay a little: u 
Sir Gilb. To me, Friend! NOTE 2 


Enter a Footman with a Letter. 


What will they never have done ? 4 

Feet; Sir, my Lady Double Chin preſents wat Service, A 
and ſays ſhe'll call for your Honour's Anſwer to-morrow 
morning. 

Sir, Gib. V ery well; tell my Lady III uke care to 

[Exit Footman, 

be exactly out of the way when ſhe comes. 

Fran, Hah ! he'll keep that part of his word, I war- 
rant him. * 

Sir Gilb. Let's ſee l the old Story, 1 ſuppoſe [Reads] 

Im Um yes, yes——only 'I'wo Thouſand 
Huh! Does the Woman take me for a Fool? Does 
the think I don't know that a Two Thouſand Subſcrip- 
tion is worth 'T'wo Thouſand Guineas ? and becauſe ſhe 
is not worth above Fourſcore Thouſand already, ſhe 
would have me give them to her for nothing Toa 
poor Relation, ſhe pretends indeed, as if {he loved any 
body better than herſelf ! A Drum! ! and a Fiddle! III 
greaſe none of your fat Sows, not I no, no, get 
vyou into the negative Pocket Bleſs my Eyes! 
Mr. Granger. 

Gran. Sir Gilbert, Lam your moſt humble Servant. 

Sir Gil. In troth, I am glad to ſee you in England 
again Mr. Frankly, your humble Servant. 

Fran. Sir, your moſt obedient. 
Sir Gil. Well, how goes Mi ppi, Man ? What, do 
hey. bring their Money by Vs aggon-Loads to Market 
[Ht full? Hay! Hah ! hah! hah! 
0 Fran. O! all gone, good for nothing, Sir, your Seuth- 
lf Sea has brought it to Waſte Paper. 

N | Sir Gilb. Why, ay, han't we done glorious. things 
00 here? ha ! we have found Work for the. Coach-makers 
as well as they, Boy. 

Gran. Ay, Sir, in a little time we ſhall — thoſe, 

who keep them there, to their Original of riding behiud A 
them here, J 
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Sir Gi4b, Huh! huh ! you will have your Joke fill, 
I ſee—— Well ! you have not ſold out, I hope. 
Grau. Not I faith, Sir: the old Five thouſand lies 


ſnug as it was: I don't ſee where one can move it, and 


mend it; ſo even let it lie, and breed by itſelf. 

Sir Gilb. You're right—-you're right—-hark you-— 
keep it the thing will do more ſtill, Boy. 

Gran. Sir, I am ſure it's in Hands, that can make it 
do any thing. 

Sir Gi/b. Have you got any new Subſcription ? 

Gran, You know, Sir, I have been abſent, and it's 
really now grown ſo valuable a F avour, I have not the 
Confidence to aſk it. 

Sir G. Pſhah ! pr'ythee never talk of that, Man-— 

Gran, If I thought you were not full, Sir 

Sir Gu. Why, if I were as full as a Bumper, Sir, 
PII put my Friends in, let who will run over for't. 

Fran. Sir Gilbert always doubles his Favours, by his 
manner of doing them. 

Sir Gilb. Frankly, you are down for 5000/. already, 
and you may depend upon every Shilling of 1t——let 
me ſee, what have I done with my Liſt? Granger has a 
good Eſtate, and had an eye upon my eldeſt Daughter 
before he went to France; I muſt have him in, it may 
chance to bring the matter to bear. [ A/ide. 
p Gran. Where did you get all theſe Letters, Sir Gil- 

ert? 

Sir Gi/b. Why, ay, this is the Trade every Morning, 


all for Subſcriptions : nay, they are ſpecial Stuff 


here pr'ythee read that. 

Fran. Who is it from, Sir ? | 

Sir Gilh, O! a North-Briton, a bloody ſquabbling 
Fellow, who owes me a Thouſand Pound for Difference, 
and that's his way of paying me: read it. 


Gran, [ Reading. ] Vun, Sir, dee ye no tack me for 
a Man of Honor? ye need no fend to my Ludging fo often 
for year pimping Thouſand Pound: An yell be but civil 
abit, Jſe order the Bearer, my Broker, to mack up year 
Ballance : an if ye wall but gea yourſelf the Trouble to put 
His name intull your own Lift for a Thouſand A As 
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he ſee pay ye aww down ups” the Nail : But an ye awo noe doe 
this ſmaw Tub, the Deel Dommee, and ye e er fee a Grote 
from me, as long as my Name is 
| George Blunderbuſs, 


Fran. What can you do with ſuch a Fellow, Sir? 

Sir G:/b. Do with him! Why, I'll let him have it, 
and get my Money: I had better do that, than be obliged 
to fight for't, or give it the Lawyers. 

(Lr. Nay, that's true too. 

Sir Gilb. Here's another now, from one of my Wife's 
hopeful Relations, an extravagant Puppy, that has rat- 
tled a gilt Chariot to pieces before it was paid for 
but he'll die in Jail. 

Frau. [Reading.] Dear Knight. 

1 fee he's familiar. 
Sir Gi. Nay, it's all of a- piece. 


Fran. Not to mince the matter; yeſterday, at Mary-- 
bone, they had me all Bob as a Robin: In ſhort, being 
out of my Money, I was forced to come to the Caſter, and 
tumbled for Five Hundred dead: Beſides which, I owe 
Crop the Lender a Brace, and if 1 have a ſingle Simon 
to pay him, rot me: But the queer Coll promiſes to ad- 
vance me t other three, and bring me home, provided you 
ewall let him ſneak. into your Lift for à cool Thouſand. You. 
know it's a Debt ef Honcur in me, and will coft you nothing. 


Yours in haſte. 
Robert Rattle. 


Fran. The Stile is extraordinary.. 

Gran. And his Motives irreſiſtible. 

Sir Gil. Nay, I have them from all Nations; here's 
one now from. an Iriſb Relation of my own. 

Fran. O! pray let's fee. 

Sir Gil. There. [Frankly reads. 


Loving Couſin, and my dear Life, 


There is only my Brother Patrick, and tat is two of 
us and becauſe we would have a graate Reſpect for our 
Relations, we are come pol from Tipperary,. with a low- 
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ing De/ign to put both our Families upon one anoder. And 


tbough we habe no Acquaintance with your brave Daugh- 
ters, wwe ſaw them Yeſterday at the Cathedral Church, and 
find they will ſharve us well enough. And to fhew our 
ſhincere Affections, we vil taake dem vidout never a Peny 
of Meney, only as a ſmaal Token of Shivility upon your 
Side, ue deſeer the Faavour of both of us each Ten Thou- 
ſand in dis faame new Subſcription: And becauſe in our 
haſte ſome of our Cloaths and Bills of Exchange were for- 
got, pridee be ſo graateful as to ſend us two Score Pounds, 


to put us into ſome Worſhip for the mean time. So dis was 


all from, my dear Life, 


Your humble Sarvant, 
And loving Relation, 
Owen Mac-Ogle. 


Fran. A very modeſt Epiſtle, truly! | 

Sir Gith, O! here's my Liſt— now Mr. Granger, 
we'll ſee what we can do for you——hold ! here are 
fome ev: av that have no Buſineſs here, I am fure—— 
ay, here ! here's Dr. Bullandbegr———— One Thouſand 
——why, a I was forced to put him down 
to get rid of him : The Man has no Conſcience : Don't 
I know he's in every Court-Liſt under a ſham Name? 
indeed, Domine Doctor, you can't be here. 

[ Scratches him out. 

Then here's another Favourite of my Wife's too 
Signior Caponi da Capom==——Two Thouſand 
What! becauſe he can get as much for a Song, does he 
think to have it for Whiſtling too——Huh ! huh! hub! 
not I troth! F am not for ſending our Money into Po- 
ph Countries. [ Blots him out. 

Fran. Rightly conſider'd, Sir. | 

Sir Gzilb, Let's ſee, who's next — Sir James Baker, 
Knt. One Thouſand, | 

Gran. Who's he, Sir? 

Sir Gib. O! a very ingenious Perfon, he's well known 
at Court, he muſt ſtand : beſides, I believe we ſhall em- 
pioy him in our Spaniſs Trade——Q ! here we can 
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ſpare you one, I believe Sir J/aac Bicker/taff, Knt. 
One Thouſand. 
Fran. What! the fam'd Cenſor of Great Britain? 
Sir Gib. No, no; he was a very honeſt pleaſant 
Fellow, this is only a Relation —a mere Whimſical, 
that will draw Nobody's way but his own, and is always 
wiſer than his Betters. I don't underſtand that fort of 
Wiſdom, that's for doing good to every body but him- 
ſelf ; let thoſe lift him that like him, he ſhall ride in no 
Troop of mine, Odſheart-likins ! (Blas him. 
_ . Gran, How he damns them. with a Daſh, like a pro- 
{cribing Triumvir! 
Sir Gilb. Let's ſee, 1 would fain have another for you 
O! here! HZ Ham Peudethmam One Thouſand. 
Hah ! a very pretty Fellow truly ; what! give a Thou- 
ſand Pound to a Player why it's enough to turn his 
Brain; we ſhall have him grow proud, and quit the Stage 
upon it : No, no, keep him poor, and let him mind his 
Buſineſs ; if the Puppy leaves off playing the Fool, he's 
undone. No, no, Lwon't hurt the Stage, my Wife loves 
Plays; and whenever ſhe's there, I am ſure of three 
Hours Quiet at home. [Blots, Cc. ] Let's ſee; one, 
three, four, five; ay, juſt Frank's Sum— here's five 


Thouſand for you, Mr. Granger, with a wet Finger. 


ran. Sir, I hall ever be in your Pebt. 1 
Sir Gub. Pooh] you owe me nothing. 


Fran. You have the Happineſs of hi Life, Sir. Gil- 
Bert, the Power of obliging all about you. 


Sir Gib. O! Mr. Frauily ! Money won't do every 
thing, Lam uneaſy. at home for all this. | 

-=_ Is that e Sir? while you have ſo ſine a 
17 ? 4 

Sir Gib. Ay, ay, you are her Favourite, and have 
Learning enough to underſtand her; but ſne is too 


wile and too wilful for me. 


Fran. O! Sir, Learning's a fine Accompliſhment | in 
a fine Lady, 

Sir /. Ay, it's no matter for that, ſhe's a great 
Plague to me: Not but my Lord Biſhop her Uncle was 
a mighty good Man; ſhe lived all along with him; 1 
took her upon his word: twas he made her a Scholar; 


it. 
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T thought her a Miracle before I had her, I us'd to go 
and hear her talk Latin with him an Hour together, and 
there III played the Fool I was wrong, I was 
wrong I ſhould not have married again and yet 
I was ſo fond of her Parts, I begg'd him to give my el- 
deſt Daughter the ſame fine Education, and ſo he did 
but to tell you the truth, I believe both their 
Heads are turn'd. | FTE 

Gran. A good Huſband, Sir, would ſet your Daugh- 
ter right, I warrant you. l 

Sir Gi1b, He muſt come out of the Clouds then, for 
ſhe thinks no mortal Man can deſerve her: what think 
you, Mr. Frankly, you had ſoon enough of her ? 

Fran. I think fill, ſhe may deſerve any mortal Man, 


Sir. b 


Gran, I can't boaſt of my Merit, Sir Gillert; but I 
wiſh you would give me leave to take my chance with 
her, Ms 47 WS 

Sir G:i/6, Will you dine with me? 

Gran. Sir, you ſhall not aſk me twice. 

Sir Gelb. And you, Mr. Frankly ? 

Fran. Thank you, Sir, I have had the Honour of my 


Lady's Invitation before I came out. 


Sir Gil. O! then pray don't fail; for when you are 
there, ſhe's always in Humour. 

Fran. I hope, Sir, we ſhall have the Happineſs of 
tne young Lady's Company too. by 

Sir Gi. Ay, ay; after Dinner P1l talk with you. 

Fran. Not forgetting your favourite Charlotte, Sir! 

Sir G Look you, Mr. Frankly, I underſtand you; 
you have a mind to my Daughter Charlotte, and I have 
often told you, I have no Exceptions to you; and there- 
oY you may well wonder why J yet ſcruple my Con- 
ent, 

Fran. You have a Right to refuſe it, no doubt, Sir; 
but, I hope, you can't blame me for aſking it. 

Sir Gilb, In troth, I don't; and I wiſh you had it 
with all my Heart: But ſo it i there's no Comfort 
ſure in this Life: for though by this glorious State of 
our Stocks, I have rais'd my poor ſingle Plumb to a 


Pomgranet ; yet if they had not riſen quite ſo-high, you 
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and I, Mr. Frankly, might * have been both hap- 
pier Men than we are. Y 

Fran. How fo, Sir? | 

Sir Gilb. Why at the Price it now is, I am under 
Contract to give one of the greateſt Coxcombs upon 
Earth the Refuſal of marrying which of my Daughters 
he pleaſes. 

Gran. Hey-day ! What, is Marriage a Bubble too? 

[ A/de. 

Sir G7ʃ56. Nay, and am bound in Honour even to 
ſpeak a good Word for him: You know young Witling. 
Fran. I could have gueſs'd your Coxcomb, Sir; but 
I hope, he has not yet named the Lady. 

Sir Gib. Not directly, but I gueſs his Inclinations ; 
and expect every Hour, to have him make his Call upon 
my Conſent according to Form. 

Fran, Is this poſſible ? 

Gran. Sir, if he ſhould happen to name Sophronia, 
will you give me leave to drub him out of his Contract? 

Sir Gill. By no means, Credit's a nice Point; and 
People won't ſuppoſe that would be done without my 


Connivance: beſide, I believe Sophronia's in no danger. 


But becauſe one can be ſure of nothing, Gentlemen, 1 


demand both your Words of Honour, that for my ſake 
vou will neither of you uſe any Acts of Hoſtility. 


Fran. Sir, in this Caſe you have a right to com- 
mand us. 

Sir Gilb. Your Hands upon't. 

Beth. And our Words of Honour. 

Sir Gib. I am ſatisfied—If we can find a way to 


out-wit him—ſo—if not-——Odſfo! here he comes: 
I beg your pardon, Gentlemen; but I won't be in his 
Wap till I cannot help it, Hum! hum! [Exit Sir Gilb. 


Gran. A very odd Circumſtance. 
Fran, Jam afraid there is ſomething in it; and begin 


to think now, my Friend Viiling (in his Rallery yeſter- 
day with Charlotte) knew what he ſaid himſelf, tho” he 


did not care whether any body elſe did. 
Gran. Sure ! it cannot be real; L always took Viiliug 


for a Beggar 
— he was, os very near it, ſome Months ago ; 
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but ſince Fortune has been playing her Tricks here, ſhe 


N 


has rewarded his Merit, it ſeems, with about an Hun- 
dred Thouſand Pound out of Change-Alley. 


Gran. Nay, then he may be dangerous indeed. 

Fran. I long to know the bottom of it. „ 

Gran. That you can't fail of, for you know he's vain 
and familiar; and here he comes. | 


| Enter Witling. 
Wit. Hah! my little Granger / how doſt thou do 


Child? Where the Devil haſt thou been this Age! 
X What's the reaſon you never come among us ? Frankly / 
give me thy little Finger, my Dear. 


Gran, Thou art a very impudent Fellow, Vitling. 
Wit. Ay, it's no matter for that; thou art a pleaſant 


one, I am ſure: for thou always mak'ſ us laugh. 


Fran. Us! what the Devil doſt thou mean by Us, now? 

Wit. Why your Pretty Fellows, my Dear, your Bons 
Vivants, your Men of Wit and Taſte, Child. 

Gran. I know very few of thoſe ; but I come from a 
Country, Sir, where half the Nation are juſt ſuch prett 
Fellows as thou art. | > 

Nit. Hah ! that muſt be a pleaſant Place indeed! 
What, doſt thou come from Paradiſe, Child ? Ha! ha! 
ha! 

Fran. Don't you know he's juſt come from France, 
Sir ? | 
Wit. Youjeſt! | 
Gran. Why ay Now you ſee Witling, your 
Vanity has brought you into a Fool's Paradiſe. | 

Wit. O! you pleaſant Cur! what Paris, guaſi par 


Diis, or Paradiſe. Ha! I wiſh I had been with you; 


I am ſure you would have thought it Paradiſe then. 
Gran. Nay, now he's fairly 1n. | 
Wit. Tis impoſſible to be out on't, Sir, in your Com- 

Pany ; wherever you are it's always paradiſe to me, 

depend upon't. Ha! ha! 

Fran. Faith, Granger, there I think he came up 
with you. 

Gran. Nay, fince the Rogue has Money, we muſt of 
courſe allow him Wit: but I think he's one of your 
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good-natur'd ones; he does not only find the Jeſt, but 
the Laugh too. 

Wit. Ay ! and to hear the talk, Child, how is it poſ- 
fible to want either? Ha! ha! 

Fran. Good again! Well 1 Witling ! Why thou 
art as ſharp to-day— 

Wit. As a Glover's Needle, my Dear, I always dart it 
into your Leather Heads with three Edges : Ha! ha! 

Gran, Pr'ythee, Vitling, does not thy Aſſurance ſome- 
times meet with a Repartee, that only lights upon the 
Outſide of thy Head ? 

Mit. O! your Servant, Sir, What! now your Fire's 
gone, you would knock me down with the Butt-end, 
would you? Ha! it's very well, Sir; I ha'done, Sir, I 


ha'done; I ſee it's a Folly to draw Bills upon a Man 


that has no Aﬀets. 

Gran. And to do it upon a Man, that has no Caſh 
of thine in his hands, 1s the Impudence of a Bankrupt. 

Wit. Pſhah ! a mere Flaſh in the Pan— Well! well 
it's all over—Come, come a Truce, a Truce ! I he? 
done: I beg pardon. 

Gran. Why, thou vain Rogue! thy Good- nature has 
more Impudence than thy Wit: Doſt thou ſuppoſe I can 
ever take any thing ill of thee ? 

Mit. Pſhah ! fy ! What doſt thou talk, Man? Why! 
know thou can'ſt not live without me: Doſt think I don't 


know how to make allowances ? Tho', if I have too 


much Wit, and thou haſt too little, how the Devil can 


either of us help it, you know! Ha! ha! 


Fran. Ha! ha! honeſt Mitling is not to be put out of 
Humour, I fee. 

Gran. No, faith, nor out of Countenance 

Wit. Not I, faith, my Friend; and a Man of Turn 
may ſay any thing to me Not but I ſee by his 
Humour, ſomething has gone Wrong hold fix to four 
now, thou haſt been crabb'd at Paris in the Mi//ipps. 

Gran. Not 1, faith, Sir; I would no more put my: 
Money into the Stocks there, than my Legs into the 
Stocks here: There” s no getting home again when you 
have a mind to it. 
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Nit. Hah ! very good! but pr'ythee tell us: What! is 


the Quinguinpois as pleaſant as our Change-Alley here? 


Fran. Much the ſame Comedy, Sir, where poor wiſe 


: k Men are only Spectators, and laugh to ſee Fools make 
1 their Fortune. 8 


Mit. Ay, but there we differ, Sir; for there are Men 


| 4 of Wit too, that have made their Fortunes among us, to 
my Knowledge. 


Gran. Very likely, Sir; when Fools are fluſh of Mo- 


'Y ney, Men of Wit won't be long without it: I hear you 
have been fortunate, Sir. 


Wit. Humh ! I-gad, I don't know whether he calls 


me a Wit or a Fool. 


Gran. O fy | every body knows you have a great 
deal of Money. | 

Fran. And I don't know any Man pretends to more 
Wit. | 

Mit. Nay, that's true too: but———]-gad I believe 
he has me. 

Gran. But pr'ythee, Witling, how came a Man of 
thy Parts ever to think of raiſing thy Fortune in Change- 
Alley? How didft thou make all this Money thou art 
Maſter of? 

Hit. Why, as other Men of Wit and Parts often do; 
by having little or nothing to loſe: I rais'd my Fortune, 
Sir, as Milo lifted the Bull, by ſticking to it every day, 
when it was but a Calf. I ſous'd them with Premiums, 
Child, and laid them on thick when the Stock was low, 
and did it all from a Braſs Nail, Boy. In ſhort, by 
being dirty once a Day for a few Months, taking a 
Lodging at my Broker's, and rifing at the ſame Hour I 
uſed to go to Bed at this end of the Town; I have at 
laſt made up my Accounts: and now wake every Morn- 
ing Maſter of Five and Twenty Hundred a Year, Terra 
Firma, and Pelf in my Pocket: I have Fun in my Fob 
beſide, Child. "Em 

Gran. And all this out of Change-Alley ? 

Mit. Every Shilling, Sir; all out of Stocks, Puts, 
Bulls, Rams, Bears, and Bubbles. 

Gran, Theſe Frolicks of Fortune do ſome Juſtice at 
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leaft,. they ſufficiently mortify the Proud and Envious, 
that have not been the better for them. 

Fran. O! I know ſome are ready to burſt even at the 
Good Fortune of their own Relations. 

Wit. I-gad and ſo do I: there's that ſurly Put, my 
Uncle the Counſellor, won't pull of his Hat to me 
A poor ſlaving Cur, that is not worth 
above a Thouſand a Year, and minds nothing but his 
Buſineſs 

Fran. And ſo is out of humour with you, becauſe 
you have done that in a Twelvemonth, that he has 


been drudging for theſe twenty Years ? 


Wit. But I intend to ſend him Word, if he does not 
mend his Manners, now I ſhall diſinherit him. 
Gran. What are we to think of this, Frankly ? Is For- 


tune really in her Wits, or is the World out of them ? 


Fran. Much as it uſed to be; ſhe has only found a 
new Channel for her Tides of Favour. 

Wit. Pr'ythee why doſt not come into the Alley and 
ſee us ſcramble for them? If you have a mind to philo- 
ſophize there, there's Work for your Speculations! I-gad! 
I never go there, but it puts me in mind of the Poetical 
Regions of Death, where all Mankind are upon a level ; 
there you'll ſee a Duke dangling after a Director; here 
a Peer and a Prentice haggling for an Eighth ; there a 
Jew and a Parſon making up Differences ; here a young 
Woman of Quality buying Bears of a Quaker ; and there 
an old one ſelling Refuſals to a Lieutenant of Grenadiers. 

Fran. What a Medley of Mortals has he jumbled to- 

4. 

Hit. O there's no ſuch fun in the Univerſe! I-gad ! 
there's no getting away! Periſh me! If I have had time 
to ſee my Miitreis but of a Sunday, theſe three Months. 

Gran. Thy. Miſtreſs! What doſt thou mean! Thou 


ſpeak'ſt as if thou had'ſt but one. 


Wit. Why no more I have not, that I care a Farthing 


for: I may, Perhaps, have a Stable of Scrubs, to mount 


my Fcotmen when I rattle into Town, or ſo; but this is 
a choice Pad, Child, that I deſign for my own Riding. 
Fran. Pr'ythee, who is ſhe ? 


4 
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Tit. Il ſhew you, my Dear——l think I have her 
here in my Pocket. 
Gran. What doſt thou mean? | 
Vi. Look you, I know you are my Friends; and 
therefore, ſince I am ſure it's in nobody's Power to hurt 


. 4 
___ 
__ 
 . 
1 


4 me, I'll venture to truſt you There ! that's Whoo, 
1 Fran. What's here? 5 
[ Reads. ] 


To Sir Gilbert Wrangle. 


Sir, according to your Contract of the 11th of February 
laſt, I now make my Election of your younger Daughter, 
Mrs, Charlotte Wrangle ; and de hereby demand your Con- 
ſent, to be forthwith join'd to the ſaid Charlotte ix the ſaber 
State of Matrimony. Witneſs my Hand, &c. 


William Witling. 


Fran. What a merry World do we live in ? 

Gran. This indeed is extraordinary. 

Mit. I think ſo: I'll aſſure you, Gentlemen, I take 
this to be the Coup de Maitre of the whole Alley: This 
is a Call now, that none of your thick-ſcull'd Calculators 
could ever have thought on. ] | 

Gran. Well, Sir; and does this Contract ſecure the 
Lady's Fortune to you, too? | | 

Vit. O] Pox! I knew that was all Rug before: He 
had ſettled Three Thouſand a-piece upon them in the 
South-Sea, when it was only Arn Par, provided they 
married with his Conſent, which by this contract you 
know I have a Right to — 80 there's another Thirty 
Thouſand dead, my Dear. | | 

Fran. But pray Sir, has not the Lady herſelf a Right 
of Refuſal, as well as you, all this while? 

Wit. A Right! ay, who doubts it? Every Woman 
has a Right 0 bea f ool, if ſhe has a mind to it, that's 
certain: But Charlotte happens to be a Girl of Taſte, my 
Dear; ſhe is none of thoſe Fools that will ſtand in her 
own light, I can tell you. | 

Por. IV, | 
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26 
Fran. Well, but do you expect ſhe ſhould blipdlyggn- 


ſent to your Bargain? 


Wit. Blindly! No, Child: but doſt thou imagine 
any Citizen's Daughter can refuſe a Man of my Figure 
and Fortune with her Eyes open ? 

Fran. Impudent Rogue! Aldi. 


Fran. Nay, I grant your Security's good, Sir: But | 


mean, you have ſtill left her Conſent at large in the 
Writing. 

Mit. Her Conſent! didſt thou think T minded that, 
Man! I knew, if the Stock did but whip up, I ſhould 
make no more of her than a poach'd Egg——But to let 
you into the Secret, my Dear, I am ſecure of -that al- 
ready; for the Slut's in love with me, and does not 
know it: Ha, ha, ha! 

Fran. How came you to know it then ? 

Hit. By her ridiculous pretending to hate, Child: 
for we never meet, but *tis a mortal War, and never 
part, till one of us is rallied to death; Ha, ha! 

Fran. Nay, then it muſt be a Match ? for I ſee you 


are reſolved to take no Anſwer. 


Wit. Not I, Faith; I know her Play too well for 
that! In ſhort, I am this Evening to attack her in 
form; and to ſhew you I am a Man of Skill, I intend 
to make my firſt Breach from a Battery of Lalian Mu- 
fic, in which I deſign to ſing my own Jo Pæan, and en- 
ter the Town in Triumph. | 

Fran. You are not going to ; ng now ? 

Nit. No, no, I muſt firſt go and give the Governor my 
Summons here: I muſt find out Sir Gilbert; he's here- 
abouts: I Jong to make him growl a little; for I know 
he*ll fire wken he reads it, as if it were a Scire Facias 
againſt the Company' 8 . Ha, ha! [Exit Wit. 

Fran. When all's ſaid; this Fellow ſeems to feel his 
Fortune more than moſt of the Fools that have been 
lately taken into her Favour. 
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Gran. Pox on him! I had rather have his Conſtitu- 


tion than his Money: Pr'ythee let's follow, and ſee how 


the old Gentleman receives him. 
Fran. No—excuſe me; I can't reſt till I ſee Char- 
| htte—You know my Affairs now — Attendance. 
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on- Ceran. That's true; I beg you take no notice to So- 
RX phronia of my being in Town: I have my Reaſons for it. 

ine Fran. Very well; we ſhall meet at Dinner Adieu. 


ure [ Exeunt ſeverally. 
| 
de. 4 | dds had 0 
1 ACF IL 

hat, * 1 | 

uld The SCENE, Sir Gilbert's Houſe, 
e 5 | | 
al- ' Sophronia and Charlotte. 

not | 


| CHARLOTTE. 
T A! ha! ha! 
1 Soph. Dear Siſter, don't be ſo boiſterous in your 
Mirth : Yau really over-power me! So much Vocifera- 
tion is inſupportable, | | 

Char. Well, well! I beg your Pardon 
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But you 
know laughing is the wholſomeſt thing in the World: 


py. h and when one has a hearty Occaſion 1 | 
2 Soph. To be vulgar—you are reſolv'd to appear ſo. 
tend WF _ Char. O | I cannot help it, I love you dearly; and 
Mu- pray where's the harm of it? | ly” 
en- Soph. Look you, Siſter, I grant you, that Riſibility is 
only given to the Animal Rationale; but you really in- 
= 4ulge it, as if you could give no other Proof of your 
r my Species. | „ 
$348 Char. And if I were to come into your Sentiments, 


I dear Siſter, I am afraid the World would think I were 


N of no Species at all. 0 2 

Wit. | Soph, The World, Siſter, is a Generation of Igno- 
| his rants: And for my part, Iam reſolved to do what in me 
been lies to put an end to poſterity. E i 


Char, Why, you don't deſpair of a Man, I hope. 
Seph. No; but will have all Mankind deſpair of me, 
Char, You'll poſitively die a Maid? 

=X _ 9-24. You, perhaps, may think that dying a Martyr 3 
but 1 ſhall not die a Brute, * n 
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Char. Nay, I don't think you'll die either, if you can 
help it. 1 | 
Soph. What do you mean, Madam ? ; 
Char. Only, Madam, that you are a Woman, an 

may happen to change your Mind ; that's all. 

Soph. A Woman |! that's ſo like your ordinary way 
of thinking; as if Souls had any Sexes No 
when I die, Madam, I ſhall endeavour to leave ſuch 
Sentiments behind me, that {non omnis moriar) the 


Word will be convinc'd my purer part had no Sex 


1 | | 
*  - Char, Why truly, it will be hard to imagine, that 
any one of our Sex could make ſuch a Reſolution ; tho? 


I hope we are not bound to keep all we make neither. 


Soph. You'll find, Madam, that an elevated Soul may 


be always Maſter of its.periſhable Part, 
Char. But, dear Madam, do you ſuppoſe our Souls are 


cramm'd into our Bodies merely to ſpoil ſport, that a 


virtuous Woman 15 only ſent hither of a Fool's Errand ? 
What's the Uſe of our Coming into the World, if we 
are to go out of it, and leave nobody behind us? 


— If our Species can only be ſupported by thoſe 
groſs 


Mixtures, of which Cookmaids and Footmen are 
capable, People of Rank and Erudition ought certainly 


to deteſt them. O! what pity *tis the Divine Secret 


mould be loſt! T have ſomewhere read of an ancient 


Naturaliſt, whoſe laborious Studies have diſcover'd a 


more innocent way of Propagation : but, it ſeems, his 


Tablet; unfortunately falling into his Wife's hands, the 


roſs Creature threw them into the Fire. 
- Char. Indeed, my dear Siſter, if you talk thus in Com 
pany, People will take you for a Mad-woman. | 
Soph. I ſhall be even with them, and think thoſe mad 
that {4iffer from my Opinion. 1 


Char. But Lrather hope the World will be fo chari- 


table as to think this i, not your real Opinion. 

Soph. 1 hall wonder at nothing that's ſaid or thought 
by People of your ſullied Imagination, 
» Char. Sullied! I would have you to know, Madam, 


I think of nothing but what's decent anden tu al. 


Spb. Don't be too poſitive, Nature has its Indecencies, 
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Char. That may be, but I don't think of them. 

Soph. No! Did not you own to me juſt now, you - 
were determin'd to marry ? PEE 

Char. Well ! and where's the Crime, pray ? 

Soph. What! you want to have me explain? But I 
mall not defile my Imagination with ſuch groſs Ideas. 

Char. But, dear Madam, if Marriage were ſuch an 
abominable Buſinefs, how comes -it that all the World 
allows it to be honourable ? And I hope you won't ex- 

ct me to be wiſer than any of my Anceſtors, by think- 
ing the contrary ? ä 

Soph. No; but if you will read Hiſtory, Siſter, you 
will find that the Subjects of the greateſt Empire upon 
Earth were only propagated from violated Chaſtity: 


The Sabine Ladies were Wives, *tis true, but glorious 
raviſh'd Wives, 


Vanquiih'd they were indeed, but they 
ſurrender'd not: They ſcream'd, and cry'd, and tore, 
and as far as their weak Limbs would give them leave, 
reſiſted and abhorr'd the odious Joy 
Char. And yet, for all that Niceneſs, they brought a 
chopping Race of Rakes, that bullied the whole World 
about them. | nr 2 
Soph. The greater ſtill their Glory, that though they 
were naturally prolific, their Reſiſtance proved they 
were not Slaves to Appetite, e 
Char. Ah! Siſter, if the Romans had not been ſo 
ſharp ſet, the glorious Reſiſtance of theſe fine Ladies 
might have been all turn'd into Coquettry. _ 2 
Soph, There's the Secret, Siſter: Had our modern 
Dames but the true Sabine Spirit of Diſdain, Mankind 
an be again reduced to thoſe old Roman Extremities ; 
and our ſhameleſs. Brides would not then be ed, but 
dragg d to the Altar; their Sponſalia not call'd a Mar- 
riage, but a Sacrifice ; and the conquer'd Beauty, not 
the Bridal Virgin, but the Victim. | ; 
Char. O ridiculous! and ſo you would have no 
Woman marry'd, that was not firit ravifh'd, according 
to Law? | "FL - 1 
Soph. I would have Mankind owe their Conqueſt of 
us rather to the Weakneſs _ our Limbs, than of our 
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Souls. And if defenceleſs Women muſt be Mothers, the 
Brutality at leaſt ſhould he all at their door. 

Char. Have a care of this Over-nieeneſs, dear Siſter, 
leſt ſome agreeable young Fellow ſhould feduce you to 
the confuſion of parting with it. You'd make a moſt 
rueful Figure in Love! 

Soph. Siſter, you make me ſhudder at you Freedom ! 
I in love! I admit a Man! What! become the volun- 
tary, the lawful Object of a corporeal Senfuality ! Like 

ou! to chooſe myſelf a Tyrant! a Peſpoiler! a Huſ- 
and! Uph! 

Char. I am afraid, by this Diſorder of your Thoughts, 


dear Siſter, you have got one in your Head, that you 


don't know how to get rid of. 


Soph. J have, indeed; but *tis only the Male Creature ; 9 


that you have a mind to. 


Char. Why that's poſſible too; for I have often ob- EE: 
ſerv'd you uneaſy at Mr, Frankly s being particular to 


me, 


he impoſes upon you. 
* Char. You know it? 


of it. 
Char. Another ? 


* a . 


* r +, 4 Tr 1 
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Soph. If Iam, *tis upon your account, Docuule I know 1 


Soph. I know his Heart, and that Acker is MiſteG ] ö 


Soph. Another, but one that to thy e WR i | 


never hear of him ; ſo don't be uneaſy, dear Silt er, all 


in my power you may be aſſur'd of. 
Char. . 4 25 y kind indeed! 
Seph. And you 

Inclination—— 
Char, For me or him, dear Siler ? 


Soph. Nay, now you won't fuffer me to oblige you. 9 
I tell you 1 hate the Animal, and for half a good Word 


would give him away. 
Char. What! before you have him ? 


Soph. This affected Ignorance is ſo vain, dear Siſter, 4 


that I now think it high time to explain to you. 
Char. Then we ſhall underſtand one another. 


Seph. You don't know, perhaps, that Mr. Frankly is 4 


paſſionately in love with me ? 


ow too T have a ns; deal in my A 
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Char. I know, upon his treating with my Father, his 


Lawyer once made you ſome Offers. 


Soph. Why then you may know too, that upon my 


lighting thoſe Offers, he fell immediately into a violent 
& Deſpair. | 


Char. I did not hear of its Violence. 
Soph. So violent, that he has never ſince dar'd to open 
his Lips to me about it; but to revenge the ſecret Pains 


W 71 gave him, has made his public Addreſſes to you. 


Char. Indeed, Siſter, you ſurpriſe me; and *tis hard 
to ſay, that Men impoſe more upon us, than we upon 
ourſelves. | | 

Soph. Therefore by what I have told you, you may 
now be convinc'd he 1s falſe to you. 

Char. But is there a nece:ity, my dear Sophronia, 
that I muſt rather believe you than him? Ha! 
ha! ha! | 

Soph. How, Madam ! Have you the Confidence to 
queſtion my Veracity, by ſuppoſing me capable of an 


Endeavour to deceive you. 


Char. No hard Words, dear Siſter ; I only ſuppoſe 
you as capable of deceiving yourſelf, as I am. 
Soph. Oh ! mighty probable indeed ! You are a Perſon 
of infinite Penetration ! Your Studies have open'd to you 
the utmoſt Receſſes of human Nature : but let me tell 
you, Siſter, that Vanity is the only Fruit of Toilet Lu- 
cubrations. I deceive myſelf: Ha! ha! ha! 
Char. One of us certainly does! Ha! ha! 
Soph. There I agree with you. Ha! ha 
Char. 'Till I am better convinced then on which fide 
= Vanity lies, give me leave to laugh in my turn, dear 
iſter. | oY 
Soph. O! by all means, ſweet Madam ! Ha ! ha! 
Both, Hal ha! ha! 8 ; 
Char. O! here's Mamma, ſhe perhaps may decide 
the Queſtions. Ha! ha! 22 | 


Enter Lady Wrangle. 


Lady Wrang. So Mrs, Charlotte ! what wonderful No- 
thing, pray, may be the ous of this mighty Merriment? 
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Soph. Nothing indeed, Madam, or what's next to no- 3 


thing; a Man, it ſeems. Ha ha! 


Lady Wrang. Charlotte, wilt thou never have: any 4 Z 


thing elſe in thy Head? 


Char. I was in hopes, nothing, that was in my Siſters 1 


Head, would be a Crime in mine, Madam. 


Lady rang. Your Siſter's? What; How ? Who is it 


you are laughing at ? 


Char. Only one another, Madam; but perhaps your 


Ladyſhip may 2 at us both: for, it ſeems, my Siſter * 
and I both infiſt, that Mr. Frankly is poſitively in love 


but with one of us. 

Lady Vrang. Who, Child? 

Soph.” Mr. Frankly, Madam. 

Lady Wrang. Mr. Frankly in love with one of you ! 

Soph. Ay, Madam; but it ſeems we both take him to 
ourſelves. 

7 Lady Vrang. Then Charktte was in the right in one 
oint. 

Seph. In what, dear Madam? 

Lady Wrang. Why that for the ſame ian you have 
been laughing at one anden, I muſt humbly beg leave 
to laugh at you | both-——Ha! ha! 

Char. So! this is rare Sport. 222 

Lady Mrang. But pray, Ladies, how long has the 
Chimera of this Gentleman's Paſſion for you been in 
either of your Heads? 

Soph. Nay, Madam, not that I value the Conqueſt, 
but your Ladyſhip knows he once treated with my Fa- 
ther upon my Account. 

Lady Wrang. I know he made that his Pretence to get 
9 4K in the Family. 

Seph. Perhaps, Madam, I have more coercive Rea- 
ſons, but am not concern'd enough at preſent. to infiſt 
upon their Validity. 

Lady Mrang. Sopbronia, you have prudence. (Soph. 
walks by and reads. 1. But what have you to urge, ſweet 
Lady ? How came this Gentleman into your Head, pray ? 

| Char, Really, Madam, I can't well ſay how he got 
in, but there he is, that's certain : What will be able to 
get him out again, Heaven knows, 
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The LADIEs PHILOSOPHY, 3 
Lady Wrang. Oh! Pl inform you then; think no 


"XX more of him than he thinks of you, and PI! anſwer for 
your Cure. Ha! ha! ha! 


Char. I ſhall follow your Preſcription, Madam, when 
Jam once ſure how little he thinks on me. 
Lady Wrang. Then judge of that, when I aſſure you, 


RE that his Heart is utterly and ſolely given up to me. 


Soph. Well! I did not think my Lady had been ca- 
pable of ſo much Weakneſs. 5 [ Ade. 

Char. How! to you, Madam? How is that poſſible, 
unleſs he makes you diſhonourable Offers? 

Lady Wrang. There's no occaſion-to ſuppoſe that nei- 
ther ; there are Paſſions you haye. no Notion of : He 
knows my Virtue is impregnable: but that——preſerves 
him mine, | | 

Char. Nay, this does puzzle me indeed, Madam. 

Soph, If you had ever read Plato, Siſter, you might 
have known, that Paſſions of the greateſt Dignity have 
not their Source from Veins and Arteries. 

Lady Wrang. Sephrenia, give me leave to judge of 
that; perhaps I don't inſiſt that he is utterly Platonic nei- 


5 ther: The Manſion of the Soul may have its Attractions 


100; he is as yet but Udum & Molle Lutum and may 
take what Form I pleaſe to give him. | 
Char. Well, Madam, fince I fee he 1s fo utterly at 
your Ladyſhip's Diſpoſal, and that 'tis impoſſible your 
Virtue can make any uſe of him in my vulgar way; 


make me Miſtreſs of his mortal Part? 
Lady rang. Heav'ns! what will this World come to? 
This Creature has ſcance been two Years from School, 
and yet is impatient. for a Huſband ! No, Madam, you 
are too young as yet; but Cruda . Marito, Your 
Education is not yet finiſhed ; firſt cultivate. your Mind, 
correct and mortify theſe Sallies of your Blood! learn 
of your Siſter here, to live a bright Example of your 
Sex; refine your Soul, give your happier Hours up to 


mall I beg your good Word to my Father, only to 


= Science, Arts, and Letters; enjoy the Raptures of 


Philoſophy, ſabdue your Paſſions, and- renounce the 
ſenſual Commerce of Mankind. 5 


B 5 
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Char. O ! dear Madam, I ſhould make a piteous 
Philoſopher ; indeed your Ladyſhip had much better 
on me out to the Buſineſs, Iam fit for: Here's my Siſter 

as learning enough o' Conſcience for any one Family ; WM 
and, of the two, I had much rather follow your Lady- 


ſlp's Example, aud uſe my humble Endeavours to in- 


creaſe it. 


Lady Wrang. My Example! Do you ſuppoſe then, if 7 
I had been capable of groſs Deſires, I would have choſen 


your Father for the Gratificator of them ! 


Char. Why not, Madam ; my Papa's a hale Man; in 1 
though he has twice your Ladyſhip's Age, he walks 
as ſtrait, and leads up a Country Dance as briſk, as 2 


beau at a Ball. 


Lady Wrang. Come, none of your ſenſual Inferences 8 


from thence ; I was govern'd by my Parents, I had other 
Views in marrying Mr. Mraugle. 


P 


Lady rang. When you have gone through my 1 
Studies, Madam, Philoſophy will tell you, 'tis poſſible a 


well-natur'd Mind, tho? fated to a Huſband, may be at | 
once a Wife and — 


Char. Prodigious [ Lat. 
Lady rang. What is't you ſmile at, Madam? 

Char. Nothing, Madam, only I don't underſtand 
theſe Philoſophical Myſteries ; but if your Ladyſhip will 
indulge me, in marrying Mr. Frankly, as for dying a 
Maid afterwards, I'Il take my Chance for it. 


Lady Vrang. What a giddy Confidence ! But thou art 


ſtrangely vain, Charlotte, to be fo importunate for a f 38 | 
Man that, as I have told thee, has the Misfortune to be 


paſſic nately i in love with me. 


Clar. Indeed, indeed, Madam, if your Ladyſhip 1 
would but give him leave to open his Mind freely, he 


would certainly tell you another Story., 
Lady Mrang. Iwill ſend for him this minute, and con- 
vince you of your Error. 
Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Madam, Mr. Fgankly. 
© Lady Wrang. He never came more opportunely: De- 
ſire him to walk 1 in. 
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Enter Mr. Frankly... | 
Lady Wrang. O!] Mr. Frankly, the welcomeſt Man 
alive. | 3 i 
Fran, Then I am the happieſt, T am ſure, Madam. 
Lady Wrang. O fy! is there any one of this Company 
could make you ſo ? 


Fran. There's one in the Company, Madam, has a 


great deal more in her Power, than I'm afraid ſhe'll part 
wich to me. 


— 


Soph. Are you this hard- hearted Lady, Siſter? Does 


this Deſcription reach you, pray? [ Alde. 
Char. The Power does not defcribe you, Pl! anſwer 
for it. | ot [| 4frae. 


Lady Vrang. Nay, now you grow particular 
You have ſomething to ſay to one of theſe Ladies, I'm 
ſure, | e [To Frankly. 

Fran. J have ſomething, Madam, to ſay to both of 
them, | 3 
Soph. Shall we let him ſpeak, Siſter? 

Char, Freely. . 
Lady Wrang, Which of theſe two now, if you were 


free to chooſe, could you really give up your Heart to? 


Fran. O! Madam, as to that I dare only ſay, as 


Sir John Suckling did upon the ſame Occafton, 


Soph. Pray, what was that? 


Eran. He ſure is happieſt that has Hopes of either 5 
Next him, is He, that fees you both together. 

Lady Mrang. Perfectly fine: Nor is there more Wit in 

the Verſes themſelves, than in your polite Application of 

them—-Mr, Frankly, Emuſt beg your Pardon—-I know 

it's rade to whiſper, but you have Good-nature : and 
to oblige a Woman 7 


4 


Fran. Is the Buſineſs of my Life, Madam What 
the Devil can all this mean? I have been oddly cate- 
chiz'd here—-Sure they have not all agreed to bring me 
to a Declaration for ore of hem——it looks a little 
like t——But then, how comes Charlotte into fo vain a 
Project? nay ſo hazardous? She can't but know, 
my holding the other two in play has been the only 
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means of my gettin ng Admittance to her=—perhaps 
they may have piqued her into this Experiment——not 
8 I muſt be cautious. [4/rde. 


Lady V. rang. Nay, Ladies, you can't but ſay I laid 
you 12 0A in his way: [ Apart to Soph. and Char. ] and 
yet you ſee from how palpable a Regard to me, he has 


Ny avoided a Declaration for either of you, 
at 

Seph. Your Ladyſhip won't he offended, if, for a mo- 
ment, we ſhould ſuſpend your Concluſion. 

Lady Mrang. Not in the leaſt; if Suſpence can make 


| you happy, live always in it. 


Char. But, pray, Madam, let him go on a little. 


Lady Vrang. Oh! you ſhall have enough of him. bi N 
Well, you are a horrid Tyrant, Mr. Fraz#ly : Don't A 4 


you plainly ſee, here are two Ladies in this ompany; 


that have a mind you ſhould declare in favour of one 


of them ? 


Fran. Yes, Madam, but I plainly _ there are þ. three 4 1 


Ladies in the Compan 
Lady rang. What then ? 


Frau. Why then, Madam, I am more afraid of of- 3 1 


fending that third Perſon, than either of the other two. 


Lady M rang. [7 Soph. and Char. ] Obſerve his Dith- 
dence, his Awe, he — 44 I love Reſpect. 1 
Soph. With Submiſſion, Madam, I never was familiar 8 


with him. 


Lady Wrang. Come, now do you both af the Queſtion, | 
[46de. 


as I have done, each excluſive of herſelf. 
Char. Your Ladyſhip's. in the right 


Sir, without any Apology then, I am obliged to aſk. you, I * 
whether it be my Lady or my Siſter, you really are in 14 


love with? 


Fran. So now it's plain [ Afde] When either of them 4 | 


aſk me, you'll be out of the Queſtion, I can aſſure uu, 


Madam. 
Lady Wrang. Ha! ha ! 
Soph. Who's in the Queſtion now, Siſter ? 


Char. If I had put myſelf in, you would. not have 4 
been there I'll anſwer for him. F (444. | Y 


Soph. Then Dll do you. that Favour, Madam. | 
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Fran. So! now the t' other but I am ready 
= for her too. we! 325.00 ; 
Goh. You ſee, Sir, the Humour we are in: Though 
don't ſuppoſe, if I aſk you the ſame Queſtion, *tis from 
the ſame Motive; but fince theſe Ladies have oblig'd 
nme to it Which of them is it you ſincerely are a 
© Slave to? | 91 
Fran. Since I find your Motive is only Complaiſance 
to them, Madam, I hope you will not think it needs. 
Jan Anſwer. ; 

* Soph. I am fſatisfy'd—— | 1. 
= Your Ladyſhip was pleas'd to mention Reſpet——T 
= think there's Reſpe&t and Demonſtration too, Madam. 

| Ale to Lady Wrang. 
Lady Wrang. I grant it-—but both to me, Child 
But I will ſpeak once more for all of us Sir, that 


= your may not be reduc'd. to farther Ambiguities 
=E ſuppoſe we are all agreed, you ſhould have leave to 
declare which of us then your Heart is utterly in the 
Diſpeſal of? 


Fran. Then I muſt ſuppoſe, Madam, that one of you 
have a mind I ſhould make the other two my Enemies. 

| Lady Wrang. All your Friends, depend upon us. 
Fran. So were all the three Goddeſſes to Paris, Ma- 


| $3 dam, till he preſum'd to be particular, and raſhly gave 
the Apple to Venus You know, Madam, Juno Was his 


immortal Enemy ever after. 
2 Manet alta mente repoftum 
Judicium Paridis, ſpretægue Injuria Forme. 


XX Lady Vrang. Sir, you are excus'd ; the Modeſty and 
2 Elegance of your Reply has charm'd me. 


Soph. Now, Siſter, was this Delicacy of his Taſte. and 


m Learning ſhewn to recommend himſelf to me, or you, 
chink ycu? . 2 
Char. O! Idon't diſpute its recommending him to you. 

Soph. He thinks it „depend upon't. 

= Char. Though I can hardly think that of him, yet 

XL can't ſay indeed he has taken much Pains to recom- 

3 mend himſelf to me all this while: I ſee no reaſan, 
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becauſe they are to be reſpected forſooth, that I may not 
be pleas'd in my turn too. [To herſelf. | 
Fran. And now, Ladies, give me leave to aſk you a 
Queſtion. . | - = | 
Lady Mrang. You may command us, Sir. 2 
Fran. Then whoſe cruel Propoſal was it to urge me 
to a Declaration of my Heart, when you all knew there 
was not one of you, from the Diſpoſition of whoſe Mind 


j — Circumſtances, I could hope the leaſt Favour or 0 
| ercy. 7 i 
Lady rang. Explain yourſelf. 'N 
kl Fran. Why firſt, Madam, as to your Ladyſhip, you | 
| are honourably diſpos'd of——from you my utmoſt 
1 Vanity could no more form. a hope, than could your 
9 Virtue give it——And here [To Soph. ] if poſſible, my 
0 Fate were harder ſtill 


Rivals numberleſs and invincible. | 
Soph. Rivals! 
Fran. Ay, Madam, is not every Volume in your 
Library a Rival? Do you not paſs whole Days, nay Rm 
ſometimes happier Nights, with them alone! The 
Living and the Dead promiſcuous in your Favour ? Old 
venerable” Sages, even in their Graves, can give you 
Raptures, from. whoſe Divine Enjoyment no mortal 
Lover can perſuade you. | | 
Seph. [Ta Char. ] Is this to pleaſe you, Siſter ? - = 
Char, Truly I think not— he has miſtaken the 
way at leaſt. | = 
Fran. [Turning to Char.] And here, Madam— 
Lady Vrang. Hold, Sir,—a Trace with your Nega- 
tives, leſt they grow too vehement in their Affirmation 
ou have hitherto my Efteem——preſerve it by your 
DiſrGtion, and force me not to revoke the Freedom I 
have this Day given you———&Sophronia, I have carried 
this Matter to the very utmoſt Limits of Diſcretion———. 
J hope you, and your Siſter, are now deliver'd from 
your Error; if not, ÞPll inftantly withdraw, and leave 
you to a full Conviction. [Exit Lady Wrangle. 
Fran, I am afraid my Lady takes ſomething ill of me. 
Soph. Sir, what you have done. was from her own 


1 

„ 

here I muſt have to encounter 
1 

J 
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| i Deſire; and fince I partly am the Occaſion, it is but juſt 


3 5 


L 


by 


ohnen 


* . 6 8 


Heavenly Leſſon— E Cælb deſcendit Gnothe ſeauton. 


I ſtand engag'd for your Reconciliation. 


Fran. Then give me leave to hope, Madam 
Soph. From what Pretenſion, Sir? From any Weak- 


& neſs of my Behaviour? Hope! do you conſider the licen- 
tious and extenſive Conſequences of that odious Word ? 


I Hope ! you make me tremble at the Thought. 


Fran. Madam, Ionly mean | | | 

S2ph. I know your Meaning, Sir; and therefore muſt 
not hear it. 

Fran, This is new with a Vengeance. IA. 

Soph. Siſter, I am ſorry our Argument has reduc'd 


me to ſtand fo outrageous an Inſtance of your Conviction; 
but you may profit from the Inſult : You may learn to 


moderate your Vanity, and to know yourſelf, O! *tis a 


| [Exit 
Fran. What a ſolid Happineſs is now crept into her 


WT Mind through the Crack of her Brain f hope you 


Char. I don't know any Buſineſs I have here. | 


Fran. S0————I-gad! I have diſoblig'd them all, 


l believe: [4/2e.] You are not out of Humour? 


Char. I do not know whether I am or no. 
Fran. So cold, Charlotte, after I have had my Wits 


; Y upon the ſtretch this half Hour, to oblige you? 


Char. What, in blowing up other People's Vanity at 
my Expence ? rr Saget x 

Fran. Would you have had me blown up their Jea« 
louſy, at the Expence of my being well with you ? 

Char. You that are ſo dextrous in impoſing upon 


| others, may impoſe upon me too, for ought I know. 


Fran. Come, come, don't impoſe upon yourſelf Char- 
lotte, by this groundleſs, this childiſh Reſentment. 
Char. She that has no Reſentment at all, may be 


under- treated as long as ſhe lives, I find. 


Fran. Pray think a little; is my having made them 
ridiculous by your own Conſent, expoſing you to them, 
or them to you? | 


Char. I do not know how the Matter's contriy'd ; but 


find I have only been Fool enough to be uneaſy, becauſe 4 5 


: Fran. For that, and for a thouſand Charms befide ; | Þ 
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I certainly find myſelf uneaſy, and you can't perſuade 
me I am not ſo.  =”' 
Fran. Well, well; ſince you can't juſtify your being ö 
in an ill humour, it's a fair ſtep at leaſt to your coming ñ⁶⁵⁶ 
into a good one. = 


Char. Come, I will not be wheedled now. 1 5 
Fran. Nay, but hear me. 1 


Sophronia enters unſeen, while Frankly ſeems to enter- 
1 | tain Charlotte apart. 1 Nt 
S2þh. What can theſe Creatures be doing alone to- 
gether ? I thought I left my Siſter in too ill a Humour 
to retire with him; but I ſee theſe Carnage Lovers have 
ſuch a Meanneſs in their Souls, they'll overlook the 
groſſeſt Uſage to accommodate their ſenſual Concorpo- 
Tation———""Tis ſo——— her Eyes have loft all Re- 
ſentment already: But I muſt not be ſeen, Teſt they miſ- 
take my innocent Curioſity for Jealouſy. _ 44 
Char. Well, but you might have thrown in a civil 
thing to me in my turn too. 25 7 
Fran. Alas! poor Lady! Pray, what one civil thing 
did I mean to any Body but yourſelf ? Befides, was not 1 1 
you one of the three Goddeſſes, Miſs. Charlotte ? Which A 
of the Company do you ſuppoſe I meant by Venus, pray? 3 1 


* 


_ Char. How filly you make me? 8 
Frau. Nay, I was going to ſay a 1 deal more to 
you, if my Lady had not ſtopt my Mouth. 1 
_- Soph. Is it poſſible? | IA. 


Char. Why then 1 beg your pardon; for in ſhort, I 9 


they had not Senſe enough to be mortified. 
Fran. A pretty innocent Confeſſion truly. 
Soph. Have I my Senfes? | = 
Char. Well! but tell me what was it you had a mind 
to ſay to me ? | ö 7 
Fran. Nothing to what F now could fay—————O!R 
Charlotte, my Heart grows full of you; the leaſt Look 8 
of Kindneſs ſoftens me to Folly | indeed I love you. + 
Soph. Soh ! | | 1 
Char. And for what after all? . - [ Siniling. 
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"ZR Prefing ber Hand.] There's ſomething in your Looks 
; o ſoft, ſo gentle, ſo reſign'd, and plaintive ; I loved 
Ppefore I knew it, and only thought I gave the Pity that 
wanted. | 
"E Char. What Transport“ in the Paſſion, when the 
renderneſs is mutual! 
"X $Se2ph. O! the enormous Creature! But I'll be gone, 
leſt her Intoxication ſhould know no Bounds !—Ng,— 
n ſecond Thoughts PII ſtay this odious. Object 
nay be uſeful ; Vipers, if rightly taken, are Preſerva- 
tives; And as the Spartans taught their Children to 
bhor Intemperance, by ſhewing them their Slaves ex- 
pos'd, and ſenſeleſs in their Wine; ſol, in Contem- 
Plation of this Folly, may be fortified againſt it. 
1 [During this Frankly and Charlotte ſeem in an amo- 
8 rous Diſpute, till he kifſes her. 
O! the abandon'd Wantons,—What a riotous Diſorder 
vou / muſt run through every Vein of her whole Syſtem ? 
vil How can they thus deface the Dignity of human Being ? 
A Kiſs, nay then *tis inſupportable. Lale goes to them.] 


iſter, I am amaz'd you can ſtand trifling here, when 
ot my Father's come home, and you know he wants you. 
ch „ Char, She has certainly ſeen us. [Aae ta Fran. 
y ? XR Fran. No matter, ſeem eaſy, and take no notice: 

IF [Abart to Char. 


to . Spb. Shall T tell him you will not come, Madam ? 
Cbar. Well, do not be in a Paſſion, dear Siſter. '_ 
4e. Fran. OI fy! why ſhould you think ſo? But is Sir 
» I RRE/bert come in, Madam? I have a little Buſineſs. with 
iſs him. If you pleaſe Madam, I'Il wait upon you to him. 
= Cher. With all my Heart. . | 
Fran. Amante Spoſo, Se. been. Anging with Char. 
RX $274. What means this Turbulence of Thought ? 
nd hy am I thus. diforder'd ? It cannot—nay, I will 
pot have it Jealouſy———No! if I were capable of 
0 ! RP olly, Granger might miſlead me; yet till I am diſ- 
0k ( turb'd— Ves, tis plain, I am incens'd, provok'd at 
um; but can I not aſſign the Cauſe? O! I have found 
having firſt offer up his Heart to me, his giving 
TH if Bt to another, without my Leave, is an inſult on my Merit, 
1 


ie: and worthy my Reſentment— chats all———How 


Hlis be deſpair; be bers, the Man ſbe hates. [Exit 4 


Lady Wrang. r You amaze me! Kiſs her, Y 


Touſly ? voluptuou 


No Punic Faith fo falſe 
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—itling ſhall have her; I'II work it by my Lady, ſhe} 
ſeems his Friend Ves, yes, that will intirely eaſe: 

my Heart: how I rejoice to find *tis only decent Pride 
that has difturb'd me. Yes, Pll certainly reſent i- 4 


to their mutual Diſappointment. 1 
Thus both Shall ſuffer, doom'd to different Fates 5 


then ſhall I puniſh him? By ſecuring her to his Rival. = 
4 


9 
* p / | 


SC F200; 
Tach Wrangle and Sophronia. 


54 you ? What! as a Lover, amo- 5 7 
Soph. Infamouſly ! with all the glowing Ferver of i" 


Libertine. 4 1 


Lady rang. Then I am deceiv'd indeed! I though # 


that Partys; 3 and Philoſophy, had only Charm 


for him: I have known his Soul all Rapture in their} 
Praiſes; hay, and believ'd myſelf the ſecret Object 4 
them all. But is he vulgar, brutal then at laſt 
*Tis well! he has deceiv'i 

me, and I hate him. O that forward Creature! 

Soph. She warms as I could wiſh. Aud. 

Lady Mrang. But tell me dear, Sophronia, how did that 
nauſeous Girl behave to him? Was the Shame G 
his ? did ſhe reſiſt, or—— —how was this odious Ki 
obtain d. Were his Perſuaſions melting, or het Allure 
ments artful ? Was he inſnared, or did his Wiles _ 
her? O! tell me all his Baſeneſs! I burn to know, 'Y 
wiſh to be deceiv'd. 

Soph. Speratgue Miſerrima fall Direalfl 


eld: of him; but I'll make my Uſes. of it. [Ad. Þ | 
Far y, Madam, 1 muſt own the guilty Part was c jeff 
' hers: Had you but ſeen the warm Advances that ſt] 
made him, the Looks, the Smiles, the toying Glance 7 


9 
*: CA 
oy, 
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=D ! ſuch wanton Blandifhmients to allure him; yon 


e ZFKould think his Crime, compar'd to hers, but Frailty. 
aſe Lady Wrang. O! the little Sorcereſs ! but I ſhall ſtop 
ide Wer in her looſe Career: P11 have her know, forward as 


ie is, her Inclinations ſhall wait upon my Choice ; and 
Nince ſhe will run riot, I'll have her clogg's immediately: 


een marry her, Sophronia ; but —where I think fit; No! 
x1t, 1 Mr. /:/ing is her Man, or ſhe's a Maid for ever.. 

"XX $2p4. That, Madam, I doubt, ſhe will never be 
— brought to; ſhe mortally hates him. | 

Lady Vrang. So much the better; I do not deſign 


"him therefore as her happineſs, but her Puniſhment. 
RE Soph. This is fortunate 3 ſhe even prevents my Pur- 
"Xp ole. 1 [ Afrde. 

Lady rang. Ol that a Man of his ſublime Faculties 
could fall from ſuch a Heighr——was ever any thing 
ſo mean, Sophrona ? 

"= S$oph. I am ſurpriz'd indeed; my Siſter too is ſo ulite- 
pate, Madam. 
Lady rang. To contaminate his Intellects with ſuch 
Ja Chit of an Animal! O Tempora. | 

| Soph. O Mores ! Tis a degenerate Age indeed, Madam. 
e Lady rang. Nothing 125 Noiſe aud Ignorance; 

Cirls and Vanity have their Attractions now.  — 
= So5. O! there's no living, Madam, while Coquettes 
are ſo openly tolerated among a civiliz'd People! | 

= Lady Ming. I proteſt they are fo inſolently infidious, 
they are become mere Nuſances to all innocent Society. 
Spb. I am amaz'd the Government ſhould not ſet the 
dale Creatures to Work __* 

. Lady rang. The Wiſdom of our Anceſtors reſtrain'd 
KF ſuch horrid Licences; and, you ſee the Laws they made, 
ure deſcrib'd them all by the modeſt Term of Spinſters only. 
duc But! I'll take care of her, at leaſt; and ſince ſhe is 

ye become a public Miſchief, to humble her will be a 

public Good : Pl ſend to Mr. Vitling this moment, 
ct and invite him to dine here, I deſire you will be in 


at, the Way, Child, and aſſiſt me in bringing this Matter 
1e to a ſpeedy Concluſion. | » [Extt.. 


hy ; Sop . Yes, IT ſhall aſſiſt you, | Madam; tho? is to- 
C gratify your Reſentments, but my own: Poor Lady Vis 
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will be prudent in me to keep the Peace. [Aft .Y 


me otherwiſe ? 
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this then all the Fruit of your Philoſophy ? Is this her 
Conduct of the Paſſions, not to endure another ſhould 
gourd what ſhe pretends to ſcorn ? Are theſe her Self. 
denials ; Where, where was her Self-examination all 
this while? The leaſt Inquiry there had ſhewn theſe | 
Paſſions as they are: Then had ſhe ſeen, that all this 
Anger at my Siſter was but Envy; thoſe Reproaches on 4 
her Lover, Jealouſy ; even that Jealoufy, the Child of 
Vanity, and her avow'd Reſentment, Malice! Good F 


NJ 
4 


4 
: 


Heaven! Can ſhe be this Creature, and know it not 


And yet *tis ſo—ſo partial's Nature to herſelf : 


That Charity begins, where K nowlaedge ſbou d, 
Ad all our Wiſdom's counſell d by the Blood + 
The F aults of others we with Eaſe diſcern, 
But our own Frailties are the laſt we learn. A 
„ [Going off foe meets Frankly and Charlotte. 
Ha! perpetually together? See —_ 
"Char, In Comtemplation, Sifter ? F am afraid we diſ.- 'Y 
turb you; Come, Mr. Frankly, we'll go into the neu. 
Room. „ PT, _—_ 

| Soph. No, Madam, if you have any Secrets, I'll retire, 
bar. Nay, we have none now, Siſter, but what I 
dare ſwear you are certainly let into: Ha! ha! ha! 
Fran. So ſhe muſt have a gentle Inſult, I find; but it 


F 
0 


2855 


Sepb. Theſe Taunts are inſupportable ! but to confeſs q 

the Smart, were adding to her Triumph. [Afide. ® ; 
Char. Why ſo grave, Sophronia ? | = 
Soph. Why that Queſtion, Madam? Do you often ſee 


2 Char. No 3 but. 1 thought, upon your ſuppoſing we Þ N 
had Secrets, you drew up a little: ret = 

Soph. Tis poſſible, I might not be in a laughing 6 
Humour, without thinking any of your Secrets important, 1 3 

Fran. People, Madam, that think much, always wear 
a ſerious Aſpect. [To Char. 
Soph, As the contrary, Siſter,, may be a Reaſon for 
your continual Mirth. | * = 
Char. Well! well! fo I am but happy, Siſter, I am 


content you ſhould be wiſe as long as you live. iP 


have known it come to a drawn Battle 
pecially when he has any Body to ſtand by him. 'A 
"Kd Life tho', Mr. Frankly, when conjugal Engage- 
Pents are only Battles; does not their Example frighten: 
ou? | hay : 
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Sopbh. You have one Sign of Wiſdom, I ſee: a little 
ing contents you— There's no bearing her. [Ex. Soph. 
Char. She's in a high Miff. | 8 
Fran. I am afraid there is no Good towards us: I 


1 


N 


oud upon her Brow. 


5 bas. Then ſhe has certainly told her how fhe caught 


fooling together. 


, Fran. No doubt ont; therefore we muſt expect all 
e Miſchief that either of them can do us. | 
Char. My Siſter can't do us much, at leaſt. 


Fran. She can blow up my Lady; and, you know, 


KB Lady governs your Father, 


Char. She does a little overbear him indeed ; not but 
> will make his Party Good with her when Occaſion : 
ween them, 


Fran. I can ſee no Hazard, in taking my Chance 


ich you, Madam. 


Sophronia returns and flops port, ſeeing F rankly | 
taking Charlotte's Hand. A 


Soph. So! cloſing again the minute they are alone 1 


ot 1 mall make bold with them. [Goes forward] Pray, 
Pitter, what did you do with that Book of mine you 


ok up this Morning ? | 
Char. What Book? * 
Soph.” The Confutius, you know, in my Chamber. 
Char. O! I did not mind it, I left it upon the green 


able. * | 
that's all! beg your Pardon: 


Soph. Very well — 
hat a melancholy Sight ſhe is ! 


Exit, and drops her Handkerchief« 

Fran. This Book was only a Pretence to break in 
pon us, | I . 
= Cr. Plainly ſhe haunts us like che Ghoſt in 
anlel. But pray, what talk had you with my Fa- 
er juſt now? 14 ITT ee | a 
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With more Money, for a harder Bargain, and ten times 


| Matter; Sir Gilbert has left his Daughter 8 Inclination. f 
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Fran. A great deal; we are upon very good Terms 
there, I can tell you; But his Conſcience, it ſeems, is 
under the moſt ridiculous Dilemma, ſure, that ever was. 

Char. What do you mean ? ; 

Fran. If you will have Patience to hear it, III tell you, i} 1 

Char. I ſhall have no Patience till I do hear it. 0 

Fran. You muſt know then, ſome time ago, Sir Gil. [ 
Zert happen'd in a mix'd Company in Change Alley, to 
join in a laugh at Mr. Witling, for his folly (as it was} 
then thought) in giving out Premiums for the Refuſal of 
South-Sea Stock at an extravagant Price: The Beau be- 9 
ing piqued to an intemperance, to ſee his Bargains a 
Jeſt, offer d in Heat of Blood, to back his Le 


"Ea ws 


as chimerical, 

Char. Ay, now let's 2 

Fran. Thus it was: He told an hundred Guineas in- 
to your Father's hand; in conſideration of which, Wm 


. 1 


Wailing could prove himſelf worth F ifty Thouſand Pound | M 


within the Year, and the Soaurh-Sea Stock ſhould in | 
that time mount to a thouſand per Cent. why then, and I 
on thoſe Conditions only) your Father was to give him j 
the Refuſal of you, or your Siſter in Marriage. This 
whimſical offer turn'd the Laugh of the Company to the 3 4 
Beau's fide, at which Sir Gilbert, impatient of his 
Triumph, and not being in the. leaſt, apprehenſive 
either of the Stocks riſing to that Price, or that this Rat- 1 
tle-headed Fellow could poſſibly make ſuch a Fortune in 1 
that time, fairly took the Money, and ſign'd the Con- 1 
tract. Now the Stock, it ſeems, is come up to his 
Price, and the Spark has actually prov'd himſelf worth 
near double the Sum he condition'd for. J 
Cdbar. For Heaven's Sake ! am l to take all this ſeri 1 bl. 
gully? _ 4 


Fran Upon my Life *tis true : But don” t miſtake, the 


free: there is no Force to be put upon them in the 

Bargain. F 
Char. Oh! then I can take my Breath again. 
Fran. No, no; you are ſafe as to that point: You may 

do as you pleaſe ; he has only tied up his o] Conſent. 
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X Char. Why then the Fool has given his Money 
1 A othing ; at leaſt I am ſure he has, if he makes his Call 


WS ophronia enters, as 


— gain. ” 
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Bit Titling having this call upon it, Sir Gz/bert is inca- 
Able, as he ſays, of giving it at preſent to me. 


Char. Well! but in the mean time, ſuppoſe he ſhould 


Fran. That's true; I had like to have forgot it: The 
>nalty is this; if Sir Gilbert refuſes his Conſent, then he 
to give Mitling an Alternative of the three thouſand 
ound Stock only, at two hundred. So low it ſeems was 
he Price when this Bargain was made. | 

Char. A pinching Article': I am afraid my good 


Father has not diſtaſte enough for a Coxcomb, to part with 
s Stock, and not toſs him a Daughter into the Bargain. 


Fran. Ay, but conſider ; Sir Gilbert is not to part with 
for 


pon me. 


Fran. Ay, but here's the Misfortune : the Fool has been 
d Wiſe enough to do that already: Sir Gilbert tells me, he 
in Jas inſiſte | 

nd your Siſter, will do all in their power to hold your 
FF ather to his Bargain; So that, while the Contract's 
Falid, it will not be even in your Power, Charlotte, to 
omplete my Happineſs this half Year. 


upon you; and you may be ſure my Lady, 


Char. It gives me at leaſt occaſion to ſhew you a new 


roof of my Inclination ; for I confeſs, I ſhall be as un- 
- 1 ay as you, *till, one way or other, this ridiculous Bar- 
in ain is out of that Coxcomb's hands again. 


Fran. O! Charlotte] lay your Hand upon my Heart, 


c feel how ſenſibly it thanks you. 


Char. Fooliſh! 


looking for ber Handlerchief, and 
ob ſer ves them. © 


Soph. Monſtrous! actually embracing him! What 


ave her Tranſports made her blind too? Sure the 
1 light ſee me. 


Char. Be but rul'd and I'll engage to manage it. 
Fran. J have a lucky Thought, chat certainly —— 
Char. Peace! break thee off Lo! where it comes 
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Fran. Speak to it, Horatio 
Char. Do you want any thing, Siſter ? 

Soph. Ay! did not I drop an Handkerchief here ? 
Char. I did not ſee any 


Charlotte, as uneaſy at her Company, ſpeaks. 
Chur. Do you want any thin 55 elſe, Siſter ? 


Soph. [Turning ' ſhort upon 


Alli urance. 


Char. Keep your Temper, Siſter, leſt I ſhou'd ſuſpeR I 
your Ph loſophy to be only an Affectation of Knowledge 


you never could arrive at. 


Soph. There are ſome Surpriſes, Madam, too ſtrong 1 i 


for all the Guards of human Conſtancy. 


Char. Yet I have heard you ſay, Madam, 'tis a Nar- 3 | 


rowneſs of Mind to be ſurpriz'd at any thing. 
Soph. To be amaz'd at the Actions of the Unjuſt, and 
the Abandon'd, is a Weakneſs that often ariſes from In- 


I am aſtoniſh'd at your Behaviour, 


Char. My Behaviour, Madam, is not to be a pers'd 


by Outrage; and if I am not aftoniſh'd at yours, tis 
becauſe the-Folly of it ought to move no Paſſion but 


Laughter. _ 
Soph. This to me! to me! Mrs. Charktte ? 
Char. Ay, ay! to you Mrs. Sophronia. 
Fran. I beg your Pardon, Ladies, I ſee you have pri- 
vate Buſineſs. | [Going 
Soph. No, Sir, hold—-you are at leaſt an Ac- 


complice, if not the Principal in the Injury I comp ain of. 
Fran. You do me a great deal of Honour, Madam, 
jn ſuppoſing any thin fu my Power cou'd diſturb you; 
. bebe have I been fo unhappy as 


but pray, Madam, 
to injure you ? 
Soph. In the tendereſt Part; my Fame, my Senſe, 


my Merit, and (as the World efteems it) in my Sex's | 
Glory. 


— 


* 


RR 


nocence and Virtue: You muſt therefore pardon me, it 


* . 


— 8 
I — 


[Scainę 5. 


O ! here l believe Þ 
this is it. [Gives it her. 
[They all fand gravely mute for ſome time, at 2 1 


.]—Yes, Madam 
Patience — to ſupport me under your injurious 8 
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Fran. So! I ſuppoſe I ſhall have my fhare preſentlo- 
Afede. | 
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A Fran. Accumulated Wrongs indeed! But rea'ly, Ma- 


m, I am yet in the dark; I muſt beg you to explain 


W little farther. 


Soph. Then plainly thus, Sir : You have robb'd me 
my Right ; the Vows of Love you once preferr'd to 


e, are by the Laws of Honour, without my Conſent, 
Frevocable: but, like a vile Apoſtate, you have ſince 
Preſum'd to throw your ſcornful Malice on my Attrac- 
ons, by baſely kneeling to another. 

XX Char. O! the painful Conflicts of Prudery. [A4/e. 


the Wretch ſhould beg of the next Paſſenger ? 
—W Char. Well! is not that prettily ſaid now, Siſter ? 
ar- Sopb. The Caſe is different. Vou owe me Tribute 
4 = your rightful Conqueror; and tho? I have declin'd 
m0 e taſtelefs Triumph of your Homage, that's no Re- 
Pittance of the Duty: Nor can you pay it to the Uſur- 
ger of my Right, without rebellious Perjury to me. 
1e, Fac: Hoyty ! toyty ! I-gad there will be no end of 
„iI muſt c'en talk downright to her. [ Aide. 
ay Seh. Oblations vow'd to a peculiar Power, are to its 
75 © cculiar Altars only due; ws tho* the Offering might 
** e ill receiv'd, yet ſhould the murmuring Suppliant dare 
at i invoke another's Aid, his Vows are then become 
ofane and impious to the Deity. Et] 
Char. So! ſince he would not make her a Goddeſs, 
; find ſhe's reſolv'd to make one of herſelf. [ Afrde. 
Pr. Fran. Now really, Madam, if I were to put all this 
I's Mito plain Ezgliſb, the Tranſlation would amount to no 
5 Pore than this, That your offended Deity is a mere 
= og in a Manger: What the Deuce, becauſe you don't 
© Rove Oats, muſt nobody elſe eat them! Ha! ha! a> 
oui Car. Ha! ha! ha! „ 
y as Soph. Amazement ! Horror! I am ſhock'd and ſhiver'd 
> a thouſand Atoms! O ! my violated Ears! , 
e's . Ay, ay! nn you may give yourſelf as 


Fran. This is hard indeed, Madam, that the Loſs of 


1 L hat you never thought worth your Acceptance, ſhould 


> worth your Reſentment: If a Beggar ſhould aſk you 
harity, would you call it an Injury, if, upon refuſing 
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" you ke a Gentleman. 


from Travel, my good Father, on whom I then de. 


' ference of my Addreſſes : I ſaw you, 2 
lovely, adorn'd with all thoſe Charms that uſually i pi | 


— cad 
- 


"#he ſocial Raptures of the Soul; I might perhaps — 


that will give a little bodily Help to it. 
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many Romantic Airs as you pleaſe ; but in ſhort, I ali 

play the civil Hypocrite no longer. I 
Soph. Ye Powers! he triumphs in Brutality ! I 


Fran. That is, Madam, becauſe you will always take 3 
Civility for Adoration. But however to clear up this 
whole Matter; if, for once, you can reduce yourſelf 
from a Deity to what Nature has made you, a Woman 
ef Senſe, I'll beg pardon for my Brutality, and ſpeak "1 

A 


- = 3 
r 2 2 1 I 


 $9ph. You may ſuppoſe me then to have the Senſe you 
fpeak of. l 
Fran. Why then I own, Madam, when firſt I camel 


3 


3 3 


ended, recommended me to an Alliance in this Family; 4 
if thought myſelf honour'd in his Commands; and being | 
equally a Stranger to you and your Siſter, I judg'd 1 2 
being the elder, you had a natural * to the Pre. 4 
aw your Perſon 


the Lover's Tongue to bend the Ear of Beauty = 
Char. How ſhe drops her Eyes at it! [Aa. 
Fran. But on a nearer Converſe, I found you ſcarce 1 

Ls 


Mortal in your Sentiments; ſo utter a Diſdain of Lol 


—_— u imbib'd from your Romantic Education: nl 
r I ſucceeded not; I ſhall not reproach you will 

— peculiar Treatment: you pleas'd yourſelf, and 1 
retreated. On this I thought my Heart at liberty wn 
try its better Fortune here. Here I am fix'd, and juſtin 
my Love ; where then's the Injury to you, in laying 2 9 
your Siſter's Feet a Heart, which your Diſdain rejected 
Soph. Tis true, while offer'd with impure Deſire: Wl 
while ſenſuality, and as a Woman only, you purſu'd me 
But had you greatly ſought the Marriage of the Mind 


cheriſh'd an intellectual Union. 4% 
Fran. Ah! but dear, dear Madam, thoſe Raptures i 19 4 * 
the Air would not do my Buſineſs ; I want an Heir 1 
my Family, and in plain Terms my Caſe nn 01e 


ve: Nay then again, I muſt diſclaim you; a Heay 


% The Lanzs PRHosor Rr. Fr 
& tainted would but ſully the Receiver: The Shrine's 
aronour'd by a pollated Sacrifice. | 


Char. So! ſhe's at her old Flights again. [Afdes 
Soph. Thus then I fly forever from your Hopes 


thi , 7u Daphne triumph'd o'er Apollo's Flame, = 
ſelf „ e Heaw'n prgfarr d n Virgin's Name < 4 
De vanguiſb d God purſu d, but to deſpair, 

While deathl;/s Laurels crown'd rbe flying Fair. ; 


x | Boks, So! there's one Plague over; I have-diſcharg'd 
ame y Conſcience upon her at fealt, | <8 
de. Chor. Ha! ha! What a goons. though, my good 
ür, Piaeer has of turning a Slight into a Triemph? But ſhe 

ol as a great Heart, N Fs a 
% en. O would be hard te deny her that Satirfsc. 
on; beſide, the greateſt Heart in the World did jolt 
i ne ſame ; We have known the late Grand Monarch loſe 
—_— zany a Battle; but it was bloody hard to beat him out 

ip wy fa Te Deum. 7 
72 3 == Char. Well, but now, how ſhall we manage My 


Father? 


L 4 Fran. Here he comes. 

oV, r 

70 ir CB. So, Mr. Fran! you ſee I give you fair 
IN 


4 lay——and troth ! I have a great Reſpect for ou 


* n WW ut——a——a Bargain's a Bargain; if another Man 
uſtih as really paid for my Conſent, you muſt not take it ill, 
ing rf 1 don't refuſe him. 3 


Fran. I can't pretend to aſk it, Sir; I think it Fa- 
= enough, if you don't oblige your Daughter to re- 
EWuſe me. 115562 | Bris aa 
Mine Sir G15. Not I, not I, Man; that's out of the Queſ- 

on: She may pleaſe herſelf, and if Miiling ſhank 
Pot pleaſe her; troth! I can't ſay it would not-pleaſe me 
oo: In ſhort, if you two have Wit enough to male 
y the Difference, and bring me off WR there's no 
orc to be faid-——If not—--Accounts muſt be made up 

have taken the W and muſt ſtaud to my 
8 4 2 2 Fee 181 
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Contract: For let me tell you, Sir, we Citizens are 2} J 


tlemen are of your Honour at Court. 


any Bodies m may be compar'd to that of the City, 3 


and Life Blood cf a Government: And therefore J ini 1 4 


Sir, and truly that makes us hope it's upon the mendinf 
- hand : For ſince our Men of Quality are got ſo thici 
into Change-Alley, who knows but in time a great Man 
Word may go as far as a Tradeſman's? 


the more I know you, the more I like you: I ſee yoll 
-: know the World, you judge of Men by their intrinſi 


Autkings. A wiſe Man will always be a wiſe Man, whe 
ther he has any Title or no. | 


Fran. Ay, ay, Sir, and when a Fool gets one, be 


tender of our Credit in CBhange- Alley, as you. fine Gen. 1 ; 


Fran. Sir, depend upon it, your Credit ſhall, not us 
fer by me, whatever it may by your Compariſon. | 3 

Sir Gil. Why, what ails the Compariſon ? Sir, 9 
think the Credit of the City may be compar'd to! that off 
any Body of Men in Europe. 

Fran. Ves, Sir; but you miſtake me: I queftion i 


Sir Gib. O! your humble Servant, Sir; I did 0 
take you Ay, ay, you're right!] you're right ! Ay 


ay, ay, live and learn, Mr. Frankly - You'll find' tis nol 3 
Foun Court, but City Politicians muſt, do the Nation 4 


uſineſs at laſt. Why, what did your Courtiers do al 
the two laſt Reigns, bon borrow Money to make War I 


and make War to make Peace, and make Peace to maki 4 
War! And then to be Bullies. in one nr Bubbles ii I 


Cother ? A very pretty Account truly; but we hay 1 
made Money, Man: Money! Money! t ae this Heal: 


upon't, that we are the wiſeſt Citizens in Europe : For wi 1 
have coin'd more Caſh in an Hour, than the Tower ol 
London in twenty Years, (þ 

Fran. Nay, you govern the World now, it's plain | 


Sir Gilb. Ah! a Wag! a Wag! In troth, Mr. Franl/ 


— 
4 


5 


Value; and you're right! you're right ! Titles are empt 


only known to be a greater Fool.” 
Sir Gilb, You're right again: beſides, Sir, ſhall an 
Man value himſelf upon a thing, that another may bi 


for his Money as well as he ? Ridiculous——a ef 


pretty Buſineſs truly, to give ten or twenty thouſai 
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ond, only to be called out of one's Name: Ha! 
! ha! | 
Fran. Nay, Sir, and perhaps too, loſing the Privilege 
a private Subject, that of being believ'd ye your 
onour, or truſted upon your Word. 
t of Sir G14. Honour's a Joke! Is not every honeſt Man 
Man of Honour! | 
n Fra. Ay, but the: beſt Joke i is, that every Man of | 
Maonour is not an honeſt Man, Sir. 1 
no, Sir C,“ Odſbodikins, Mr. Frankly, you are an inge 
A* Wovs Gentleman, and I muſt have x 80 into my Family, 


5 nd ovgh it colt me twenty thouſand Pound to keep that 
ion ragmatical Fellow out on't. 
o als ran. If I have any pretence to your Favour, Sir, I 


War ill take care your Family ſhall not ſuffer by my com- 
abi Ing into it; for if the worſt muſt happen, tis but wait- 
g till the other half Vear of Witling's Contract is ex- 

hau ird, I dare anſwer your — won't run away 
_ Ti him in the mean time. N 
inſi Sir 675. Ay, but there's the Queſtion : : Is the Girl 
or u aunch? Are you ſure now, that like a young Hound, 
der d e may not gallop away with the rank Scetit of a Cox- 
omb, and fo ſport your Sport? 
plain Fran. I dare ſay ſhe'lt-rake this Fear for a Favour— 
dint examine her yourſelf, Sir. 5 rn 
thick vir Gi/5. Come hither Charles. Mit; 7 
Man Char. Your Pleaſure, Sir ? 8 BW . 

Sir Gilb, Are you ſure you are as wiſe 25 3 fas 
an adies of your Age, that know more of Mankind than 
. Weir Fathers, and conſequently have a natural Averſſon 
trim all Hufbands of their chooſing? In ſhort have you 
emp! earnt enough of the World, to 7-5 heartily diſobedient 
wit pon Occaſion! 3 

Cha-. When you pleaſe to give me the Occaſion, Sir, 
he will try-what I can do. 

Sir Gi4b. Humhl ſhe promiſes fair: 7 0 Frankly 4. ] 
111 of Þ< Girl has Wir=—But\now, Child, the Queſtion 15 
ay bil hether you have common Senſe or no (for they don't 
a vein myo 80 2 are you de! Hare you! all. 
ouſal C39 


* 1 . 7 
1 - - 4 4 J 


"Wd nothing. 


teil her ſhe's right; you know it is not honeſt for me 1 


Diſeretion, Pl engage to bring you off. 


Confidence to ſuppoſe L won do the fair thing by 9 x 


do a hard ching by this Gentleman, indeed Papa 


. I don't ſpeak. à good one for him. 
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your Eye-teeth yet? Are you peery, as the Cant 1s? wi 
ſhort, do you know what I would be at now ? 7 
Char. Will yon give me leave to gueſs, Sir? 
Sir Ce. Out with it. -K 
Char. Why then (I hope at leaſt, Sin) you have 2 4 
mind to make #itling believe, you are doing all in ̃ 
your power to bring his Bargain to bear; and at the 
lame time wiſh L would do all in my power to bring it 


Sir Gulb. ¶ Afde.] It will do! it will do! Mr. Frankly, if 


lay fo; a hum! | 
Char. In ſhort, Sir, if you'll 3 the matter to m 


Sir Gz/6. Bring me off, Huſſfyl why; have you thel 


Gentleman ? | 
Char. Þ have not the Conbdence to ſuppoſe you Would 5 


: [Takes Frankly's Hand, ; a 
Sir Cils. Dye bear l e hear L what s ſenfible Aſſu.- 
Aung che Sat has 7 Ahl it's awbeedling Toad | L. i 
Adod! Þ ll have a little more of her — But do your 
know, Lady, that Mr. Widing' has demanded: my coy 1 
fent, and that it would coR; nt dave; _—_— OT 
Pounds to refuſe it ? ++ 
Char. Yes, Sir, I do kewei 08 af Lwee. ts gl 
him my Conſent, þ know-wbat 1 Gould have much the 
worſt Bargain of the two. 1 
Sir Vour Conſenth Why ſure, Madam, when! 1 


4 
1 


ey; do ſo, do ou pretend ta have a Will of your on? 7 
Chan. Umhb d. Hale! a ſmall Pulſe, you knowl 
Papa [ Fawning on Sir Gilb 
AY Sir Gilh. Ab! the cooxing Giphi ern Y 
abominable Odſheart! I could kiſs her 'Þ 
Fran. Faith! do, Sir, that's no-Breachof your Contradl YN 


Sir Gi. No! no! that's not fair neither, I am _— H 
be angry with her—— beſide I don't w_ my word, 10 


Char. That's not in your Power, 9 tis impont | 
any body can giye him. a good Word, at leaſt to me. 
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Sir Gib. How! how! will not a handſome young 
fellow, with an hundred thouſand Pound in his Pocket, 
down with you? Wilt not a full Plumb melt in your 
outh, Miſtreſs Dainty ? | 
XX Char. Thank you, Sir, but I don't love Traſh! 
Sir Gib. Traſh! Mr. Vitling Traſh! 
*X Char. A Coxcomb. 
e Sir 615. I fay he i 
Cbar. My averſion. N 2 «thy | 
Sir Gi/5. Bear witneſs, Mr. Frankly, ſhe refuſes him 
oa fee all I ſay fignifies nothing: But I ſay again and 
o ain, that I am reſolv'd, Madam, you ſhall marry 
im, and that Articles ſhall be drawn this very Morning. 
RX Char. But do you think you can't perſuade him to ſtay 
little, Sir ? | | 
Sir Gilb. Stay! yes; yes; a reaſonable time, that is, 
KF Cher. You'll chink it a reaſonable one, I am fure, Sir. 
Sir G:/b, Well! well! how long ? 
== Chr. Only till I have done Rating him, that's all. 
Sir G25. Pihah! fiddle faddie! marry him firſt, and you 
ill have time enough to hate him afterwards. a 
Char, Well, Sir, then I have but one Favour to beg 
JO | 
Sir Gilb. Come, what is't? what is't? 
= Car. Only, Sir, that in the draught of the Articles, 
and Fon will be pleas'd to make a Blank for the Gentleman's 
ame; and if I don't fill it up to your Mind, ſay 1 
Geno nothing of my own. N 
Sir 6/5, Fy! fy! you wicked thing you— | 
Mr. n mo do! the — * all h 
= oings right, keep her ri ight; 
nd Fl] * thee of ſafe, for: 8 25 ache; 
Was Fra. Never fear, Sir now there's but one Diff. 
ul behind; were it but poſſible to make my Lady our 
Friend in this matter | | 
Lr Cs. Phaw! waw? never mind her; Am not I 
lader of my own Family? Does not ſhe know that my 
urs a Law? and if I once ſay the Word 
1 Fran. That's true, Sir; but, you know, one would 
ot make her a needleſs —_— : he'll think herſe;t 


Far — 


— 
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lineations, and Improvements ? Does not the very Origi- o | 


affronted, take it as an Inſult to her Underſtanding, 0% =» 
to. be let into the Secret at all. al 

Char. Indeed, Sir, I am afraid we ſhall have a foul 1 
Houſe, if ſhe is not conſulted in this Buſineſs. - 

Sir Gus. Nay, nay, with all my Ileart, but the 7 
fooliſh Woman always loves to diſpute about nothing, 
and ſuch a Spirit of Contradiction runs away with her, M 
I had as lief fit in the Stocks as talk to her: however, 


tor your private Satisfaction . "i 
Fran. Indeed, Sir, I think it will be better ſo. * 
Sir Gilb, Well! well! then Fl tell her my Reſclution 
inſtantly, A 9 


Char. Ah! poor Papa what a wicked Diſtreſs hae 
we brought him to? Now will he rather run upon the 4 4 
Mouth of a Cannon, than let us ſee he is afraid of Gun 5 
powder. 1 
. Fran, How my Lady will bounee when he. mention 
it! [ dil "i 

Sir Gi. O! here” s my Lady, n ſpeak to her now. 

Fran. If you pleaſe, we'll retire, that 2 may have "> 
no Interruption. | A 

Sir Gilb, Do ſo, you're right, x 

[ Exeunt Fran and Char Y 


Enter Lady Wrgle, driving a Maid-ſervant in 
before her. 


Lady Wrang. Out of my Doors, you Dunce l youll 
illiterate Monkter ! What! could not you read? could not 
you ſpell? where were your Ryder you brainleſs Idiot? 

Sir Gilb. Hey-day |! hey-day ! what's the matter now! 

Lady rang. Go! ou Eleventh Plague of Egypt. 

Maid. Indeed, Madam, I did not know it was of 
any uſe, it was fo blotted and blurred, I took it for 4 
waſte Paper. 6 
- Lady Wrang. Blurred ! you Driveler ! was ever an 
Piece perfect, that had not Corrections, Raſures, Inter-| 1 
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nal ſhew, that when the Mind is warmeſt, it's neva 
tatisfied with its Words? 


Incipit & dubitat ; feribit » damnatgque . 
Et netat, & delet; mutat, culpatgue probatgue. 
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, no; sir G15. O Lord! now the Learned Fit's Pon her, 

WE Devil won't be able to deal with her. I[Alide. 

fou Lady Vrang. What have you done with it, you Dolt- 
ad? where 1s it? fetch it, let me ſee it, I lay. 

the sir G15. Pray, my Lady 1 what is all this 

ung, put about? 

her, Lady Wrang. O0 nothing to be ſure! [ am always 


reaſonable. 

ir G:/b. Why look you now, did I ſay any 3 ching ? 
Lady rang. I don't care if you did. | 

ir Gilb. It's very hard a man may not af a civit 
eeſtion in his own Houſe. 


hare Lady Vrang. Ay, do, ſide with her, take her part; 
. do, uphold her in her Impudence. 8 
unf sir G13. Why, my Lady, did I ſay a Word to her? 


| Lad; Wrang. Pray, Mr. Wrangle, pave me leave to 


ion 3 govern my own Servants—-Don't you know, when Jam 
64M ut of Temper, I won't be talk'd to?: Have not I 
W. ague enough here, do you think? | 


Sir Gi/6. Why, ay, that's true too why you conſi- 
ent Jade! how dare you put my Lady into ſuch a violent 
Fallon ? 

8 Maid. Indeed, Sir, I don't know, not J. [WWhimperings 
Lady rang. Pray, Mr. Vrangle, meddle with your 
on Buſineſ——the Fault's to me, and, ſure, I am old. 
Rough to correct her myſelf. 


„ir C8. Why, what a dickens, may'nt I be of your 

4 28 3 neither? *Sheart! I can't be in the wrong on both 
ides 

W 7 


Lady Wrang. I don't know any Buſineſs N have on 
either ſide. 
Sir Gilb. Nay, if a Man muſt not ſpeak at t al, It's 
other Caſe. | 
Lady Mrang. Lord! you are ſtrangely teiz — 
vell, come ſpeak, ——what! what! what is't you would 


„ns? 
sir 6/8. Nay, nothing, not I; I only aſk. what's the. 
VC Matter? 


= Lady Wrang. I can't, tell you, the Provocation' 5 too 
Rrreat for Words. | 
; E 5 
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Sir Gzl8; Well ! welt well k 


Lady Wrang. What here fall? Am 1 to Joas.: 6 


account of it then? What have you done with it, you | 
Monſter * 


Maid. Madam, the Cook took it out of my Hand, as I 
I was coming down Stairs with it; he ſaid he wanted it. 
Lady Wrang. The Cook? run! fly, and bid the 8 


Villain ſend it me this moment, Lu Maid. © 


Sir GG. ha hy + what the diekins! the ſenſeleſs Jade 2 7 
im a Flanders Lace-Head to boil his ſ 


has not given 
Cabbage in, has ſhe ? 


Lady rang. Shah? do you ever fee me concern dd 


for ſuch Friffes ? 
Sir G:4b, Or has ſhe let the Raſcal inge his Fowls 
with a Bank Bill ? 


Lady Mang. If he had, do you think I would: give 


IND ſuch Pain about either ? 


Sir Gil. Hah! this muſÞ®be ſome abominable thing 


1 then. 


Lady Frarg. The Loſs for ought 1 know, may be 


irreparable. 


Sir Gilb. Oh! 85 ſhe has loſt your Diamond Neck- | 


_— F * — 


Pray dorrt la e me, tis impoſſible 1 
Wh 28 ebe 8 


ickedneſs of it. 
Sir * Calb. What ! the Devil | the Cook has not got 
the Slut with Child, has he? 
Lady # | Worſe! worſe a thouſand times | 
Sir Gilb, orſe ! what than playing the Whore, or 
Thief Then the Jade has certainly committed Murder. 
Lady Mrang. The moſt. barbarous that ever was 


Sir Gib. Hoh! then ſhe has broke Pug? s Neck, to 


be ſure. | Aſide. 
Lady — The Changeling Innocent has given 


pros 
PS 
3 


that ſavage Beaſt, the Cook, my whole new Tranſſation 


of the Faſſion of Byblis, for waſte Paper, to be torn or 
tomurid-to a thouſand ſordid _—_ | 
Sir Gi/1h, Nay then 


Lady Wrang. And I have not another Copy in the 


World, if it were to ſave Mankind from Extirpation. 
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Sir Gib. I'm glad on't with all my Heart; now could 
h (if I durit) moſt immoderately. Afde. 

y Vrang. Now, Miſtreſs! have you brought it? 


4 . Re-enter Maid. 
ft. Maid. Madam, the Cook ſays, he has ſkewer'd it on 
to the Roaſt-Be-f, and he can't uke it of. he won't 
*Edurn his Meat for no body, not he, he ſays. 
Lady Y rang. Here! call the Footman: He won't! 
is. did them drag the Raſcal hither by the Ears, or I'll have 
them nailed down to the Dreſſer for his Impudence—— 

i'll turn the Villain out of my Houſe this moment. 

x - [Exit Maid. 
== Sir 6.1/3. Come, come, my Lady, don't be in a Heat 

about a Trifle ; I am glad to find it's no worſe. 
Lady Vrang. Worſe l had he robb'd the Houſe, and 
aſter fir'd it, I could ſooner have forgiven him. 

- == Sir Gils. Hah! thank you. for that, Madam, but I 
XX Hould not. | | 
Lady #raxg. You! you ſhould not? + What would be 
vour Injury compared to mine? What I'm concern'd for 
che whole learned World, even to Poſterity, may feel 

the Loſs of. | 

Sir Gilb, Well! well! have alittle Patience; may be 
ſhe may get it again. And now you talk of Poſterity 
my Lady Vrangle, I have ſome Thoughts of marry- 
ng my Daughter Charlotte; as for Sophronia you 

now 

Lady Wrang. I know, that one won't and t'other 
ſhan't marry ; ſhe is a pert forward thing, and has diſ- 
oblig'd me, therefore I'II puniſh her as I think fit. 
I deſire you won't name her to me, you ſee I have other 
things in my Head; all greas'd, and burnt to Aſhes, I 
ſuppoſe. | 

Sir Gilb. I had better talk to her another time, I 
believe. | | | 


Enter ſeveral Servants with the Cook.. 


Lady Vrang. O! are you come at laſt, Sir? Pray, 
how durſt you ſend me ſuch an impudent Anſwer ? 
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'one Line legible, though an Empire was to purchaſe it. Y 7 
Lock! look look ! y.u Monſter, [ Holding it. 


have you beat out of this Houle till every Bone in your ñ 


Ds 


9 „ ee Een a. D meant 
ot 
. 


Cool. I did not ſend an impudent Anſwer, Madam 
yy ſaid the Meat would be ſpoiPd : But here the comes, 
and makes a Noiſe, and a Rout, and a Clatter about 
nothing at al! and ſo every impertinent Jade here 
takes upon her Oons! a Man can't do his Buſineſs 
in quiet for them. y © 
Lady Vrang. Hold your nonſenfical Tongue, Sir, and 
give me the Faper I ſent for. | * 
Cook. Paper ! 'This is what ſhe gave me. 1 
| "7 [Holde it on a Skewer, all greaſy. 
Lady Wrang. O my Heavens! What a Spectacle! not 8 


C 


Sir Gilb. So! here will be rare Doings. 
Cook. Oons! what a Life's here about a Piece of foul my 
Paper ? | * | 1 

Lady Wrang. A Life, you Villain! your whole Life 
can't make me amends for what you have done——[T'1l 


Body's broke for this, Sirrah, | FER it 
Cook, Beat, Madam! Blood! I won't be beat——l x 
did not come here for that—I'l11 be out of your Houſe 
preſently—PI fee who will break my Bones then—and 1 
to there's one of your Napkin's, Madam; as for your 
Sheet of Paper, there's a Half- penny for't; and now 
take your Courſe— I know how to get my Wages, I'll 
warrant you=-—— There's Law for Servants as well as ny 


_ other People. | [Exit Cow, 


Sir Gelb. Go! go! mind your Buſineſs, you filly Tom |} 
Ladle you. | | X 
y Wrang. Ay! this is always the Effect of. your 
Indulgence ; no wonder I have no power over them : If 
you had the leaſt Grain of Spirit, you would have broke 
the Raſcal's Head for me. | l 
Sir Gib. Pſhah ! there's no occaſion for it—let's ſee ! 
let's ſee ! [Tales up the Paper.] Come, come, this 


matter may be made up without Bloodſhed ſtill-ay, 

here! umh! umh !—by the way I believe this Beet's 

enough, it ſmells bravely of the Gravy. "yu 
Lady V rang. What! then I am your Jeſt, it ſeems. 


FI 
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I RE Sir 67/5. Pooh! pr'ythee be quiet, I tell you, I am. 
s, rious——ay! it's plain to be read ſtill. [Reads. 
ut All a poor Maid could do (the God's Pm fare, = 
= Can tell) I ue. ſulfer d to compleat my Cure—Cure?! 


re 
o ah! poor Soul—got the foul Diſeaſe, I ſuppoſe. | 

Lady rang. Your obſcene Comment, Mr. Wrangle, 
1d s more provoking than the Inſolence of your Servants : 


ut J muſt tell you, Sir, I will never eat or fleep in your 
*$1ouſe more, if that Raſcal is not turn'd out of it this 
- moment. ' | * 
Maid. I hope your Ladyſhip is not in earneſt, Madam. 
Lady rang. What do you prate, Mrs. Minx. | 
RT Maid. Indeed, Madam, if Jobn's to be turn'd away, 
XI ſhan't ſtay in the Family; for tho? he is ſometimes a 
ittle haſty to a body, yet I have reaſon to know he is 
In honeſt-hearted Man in the main; and I have too 
nuch kindneſs for him to ſtay in any Service, where he 
do be abuſed. þ | x 
Lady Vrang. What you are in love with him, Mrs. 
rollop are you? [Cuffs ber. 


1 Maid. Ods my life! Madam, I won't be ſtruck by 
ſe o body; and if I do love him, what's that to any 
1d body? and I don't know why poor Folks mayn't be in 
ur Wove as well as their Betters. 

w 8 Sir G75. Come! come! hold your Tongue, Huſly. 
I Maid. Sir, I can't hold my Tongue, though I can't 


ay but your Worſhip's a very kind Maſter : But as for 
ny Lady, the Devil would not live with her; and. fo, 
Madam, I defire you would provide yourſelf. [ Flings off. 
Sir Gs. Odzines, Madam, at this rate I ſhall have 
neither Dinner to eat, nor Bed to lie on: What Servants 
ill bear this Life, do you think? You have no more 
emper than a Why how ſhould a filly Wench 
know what your impertinent Poetry was good for? 
Lady Vrang. Impertinent! Pd have you know, Mr. 
erorant, there's not a line in the whole, that has not 
the true Attic Salt in it. | 
Sir G. Well! and now there's Engliſb Salt in it; 
and, I think, the Reliſh of one's as good as t'other. 
Lady Wrang. Mr. Frangle, if you have no Senſe of the 
Wy >oul's diviner Faculties, know I have, and can. reſent 


b "7 ? 
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theſe vulgar Mats You ſhall find, Sir, erp | } 4 
Underſtanding has a proportion'd Spir t to ſupport its ll 
Dignity. Let me have inftant Reparation, or, by 7 
injur'd Genius, Fu ſet your Houſe and Family in a} 4 4 
Blaze. [Exit L. Wr. 
Sir Gus Why, then, blaze and burn by yourlelf ; for 1 
III go out of ine Houſe. A 1 
Gang , he is met & Frankly and Charlotte. 
Fran. Have you ſeen my Lady, Sir? | i 1 
Sir Gs. Yes, Yes, L have ſeen her—but—fF dont 1 
know {te ſhe 1 
Fran. Don't come into it, I ſuppoſe. i 2 
Sir Gib. Umk! no, not reatily——in ſhort, the 
Houſe is all untiled. 
Char. Lord, Sir f what filthy thing”s this ? 
Seeing the Paper. A 
Sir G18. Ay, there's the Bufineſs—a Brat of my 2 
Lady's Brain, that has got a Mitchance ; that's all. 4 Rt 
Fran. Some roaſted Poetry, 1 preſume. 8 
FS 
4 


* 
1 


* ; 
8 . 8 
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Sir Gals. Ay, ay; the, the, the Paſſion of 16% | 
Babble; I don't know what the calls it; But ſhe has 
been in ſuch a Fume here, that half the Servants are 
going to leave the Houſe about it Charlotte, you can 
wheedle upon Occaſion, pr'ythee ſtep into the Hall, 
and ſee if you can make up this matter among them. 4 4 

PI do my beſt, Sir, | fExir Char, q | 


Char. 
Fran. Poor Lady! ſhe is a little apt to be over-con-Wil 
cern'd for her Poetry. . 


Sir Gilb. Concern'd f Odsblews ! if a Line on't hap- 
ns to be miſlaid, ſhe's as mad as a blind Mare that 

has loſt her Foal; ſhe'll run her Head againſt a Stone- 
wall to recover it: All the uſe I find of her Learning, is, 
that it furniſhes her with more words to ſcold with. Fi 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, Mr. Granger's come, and Mr. Witling, 
Sir Gilb. O! that's well! come, Mr. Frankly, lets 
all go into the Dining-Room together; may-hap, ſhe 4 | 
=_—_ be aſham'd to be in a Paſſion before Company. 70 
ran. At leaſt we may keep her within Bounds, Sir. 

Sir G. Yowre right! you re right! Ah!] it's a very 
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or hard Cafe! there's no Condition of Life without Plapue 

t: nd Trouble Why, molt People think' now 1 have 

Fortune enough to make ten Men of Quality happy 
2 Ard yes you ſes how oddly Things are earvied ; 

$ "F;s trat, Fm worth 4 , bn married. 

| [Exevnt. 


— — * — RI” 


Granger and Frankly. 


ar. I N one werd, Granger, thou art a very danger- 
1 ous Fellow ; I did not believe it poſſible thy 
lunt Humour could have coneealed ſo exquiſite a Flat- 
erer: Why thow art more in my Lady's Favour in half 


1 Hour, than all my Art eould make me in half a Year. 
Gran. Have I not always told you, Fraxkly, that one 
has Pril thing from a downright Dealer, goes farther than 


are thouſand from a Man of general Complaifance 7? How 
an e you think I firſt gain'd Credit with Sophroxia ? not 
11, Jas you expected to do it) by an implicit Admiration 


ot the contrary, inſolently laughing at her pretendin 
go Principles, which I would not allow her capab 

* compreans or practiſe. Now. this naturally piqued 
er into an Impatience to mend my opinion of her; ſo 


ap- We more difficult I ſeem'd to be convinc'd of her Vir- 
hat Wes, the more eaſy I made it to mend her Opinion of 
ne- e. - f 

is, Fran. And if thou haſt not done it effectually, EF know 


Pothing of the Sex: Why, ſhe bluſh'd, Man, like a da- 
afk Roſe, when you firſt came into the Room. 
ran. Did I not tell you too, her Quarrel and Spleen 
you would be of Service to me? 4 
Fran. O! palpably! F was ready to burſt to ſee her 
i _ and fmile at me, upon your growing particular 
&0 her. | - 
Gran. And what pains ſhe took, to make you obſerve, 
it ſhe overlook'd you.? ha! ha! 


"= 
"2 
9 
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Fran. Yes, I did obſerve, indeed, 42 che whole 
Dinner-time ſhe was never 0 Minutes without ſteal- 9 
ing a Glance at you. 1 iy 
Gran. O bleſs me! I can't 165 the Inſolence of my 4 bi 
own Imagination! What a dear Confuſion will ſhe feel? 
What a Vermillion Shame will ſpread through all that 4 
lovely Form if ever her Fleſh and Blood ſhould hap- 8 
= to mutiny ? bi 
oy Which, to tell you the Truth, I think it does 4 te 
. But the Misfortune is, I have flatter'd my Lady = 


. 5 


into ſo good a Humour, by engaging to make out a fair 
Copy of her baſted Verſes there, that I doubt, ſhe won't 
be able to leave me alone with Sophronia. 
Fran. Never fear; her Malice is too buſy, in ſetting i 
Willing againſt me, to interrupt you. | 
Gran. There indeed I have ſome hope 1 
Fran. I believe 1 ſhall be able to allt then; and in 
part to return the Favour you have done me with Sir 
- Gilbert, | 9 
Gran. Any thing in my power you may he inn — 1 
but ſee, he's here. 1 
Sir Gi{b. O! your Servant, Gentlemen ; I thoughs we 1 
had loſt you. = 
Gran. Your Pardon, Sir, we had only a Word or two 
in private. 1 
Fran. We were juſt coming into the Company.. - | 7 
Sir Gs. In troth, and I can tell you, the ſooner the © 
better; for there's my Lady and Char/otte are going to 7 
Play all the Game upon us. E 
Fran. Never fear, Sir; as long as you have given IF 
me Leave to go Charlottes halves, ſhe'll make the moſt 
of her Cards, I'Il warrant you. | 
Sir Gi/4. I don't know that, but I am ſure Witling 
2 is making the moſt of his time: his Wit, or his 9 
pudence have got him into ſuch high Favour with my 
Lady, that ſhe is railing at you like a Fury, and crying 
him up for an Angel: In ſhort, Charlotte has diſcover'd AF" 
all your Affair with her, and has plainly told him you 6 
are his Rival. But it en. Sir, your Pretenſions are 


£ 


* 1 PSY 


I 
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idiculous, that they are all three cracking their Sides 
full Chorus of laughing at you. 5 * 
ran. Sir, I am oblig'd to you for your Concern; 
in all this, Charlorre is acting no wrong part, I can 
1 re you. 1 n 2 * 
i E31 No wrong part! Odſheart! I tell you ſhe's 
KW uetting to him, with every wicked Limb about her 
and is as full of her Airs there, as a handſome Widow 
n young Lord in the Lobby, when the has a Suit 
pending in the Houſe of Peers. 
.nu. Better ſtil], the more likely to carry her Cauſe, 


Sir Gelb. Carry her Cauſe! carry her Coxcomb, Sir? 
. you'll ſee, that will be the end on't: ſhe*11 be carry'd 
herſelf, Sir, Why, Man, he is going to. beleaguer 

r with a whole Army of Fiddlers yonder ; there are 


| 4 Coach loads of them now at the Door, all ſtow'd 
in re and aft, with nothing but Caſes of Inſtruments : 
Sir 1 ach a Concourſe of Cat- guts, you'd ſwear one of their 


x ualling Eunuchs were roaſting alive here. 
— Fran. Believe me, Sir, there is no Terror in all this 
Peparation; for ſince you are pleaſed to think Mr. 
RF 2nger's Security and mine ſufficient againſt 'any Da- 
Wage you can ſuffer from your Contract with Witling, 
you but ſtand it out ſtoutly with my Lady, and III 
„ 77 to diſmount his Muſical Battery with a Child's 
ir 6775. My Lady! Pſhah ! waw! What doſt talk 
der Man? Why, I tell you, Pll put her into a 
onſehole, provided you engage to bring me off with 


tlins, 


off Fran. Your Security ſhall be ſign'd the Minute it can 
—_ drawn,” Sit. 5 I0Þ bps 

ir Gilb. That's enough; I have 8 

his A d ſend kis Clerk with it, before he brings the Deed o 


ny FE onfent that I am to fign to //irling + But give me leave 
ng tell you again, Gentlemen, I really don't underſtand 
d he Girl's way of proceeding all this while. oF 1 
on Fran. Why, Sir dont you know that Wirling is 
are Phe vaineſt Rogue upon Earth an en 


Sir G:lb, I grant it, 


Artie will be able to coquette him out of his Contract. 1 1 


4 2 
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Fran. Aud conſequently, that the Pride of outwittinl 
you in your Daughter, gives him more Pleaſure thay! 
either her Perſon er her Portion? | 1 

Sir Gils, Not unlikelßß. 4 ? 

Fran. And can you think, that from the ſame natur 
In{olence, he would not rather ſeem to owe his Triumpi * 
ever a Rival too, rather to his own Merit, than aol 'V 
Accident, of Fortune? 2 

Sir G44. I grant you that too. 8 

Fran, Why then, %ir, if Charlette was to deſpiſe hin 
we are ſure he would then inſiſt upon his Bargain; bull * 
while ſhe flatters him, and you and I only laugh 8 I 
him, he may be vain enough to truſt his Triumph — 
her Choice and Inclination ovly, 2 

Sir Gi/b, Ol now I begin to take you: So that, 2 L 
he is rightly handled among us, you propoſe that Char 


Fran. Nay, it's her on Project, Sir: and I can 
really think we have an ill Chance for it at worſt : But we! 4 4 
muſt leave it all to her now. In Love- Affairs, you know, "8 IJ 
Sir, Women have generally wiſer Heads than we. 4 4 

Sir Gall. Track 1 dan! wholly diſlike it; and ay ny 
don'thandle him SEL on my n 

den Huſh my La 

Fuaas Anon V1} tell — more, Sir. 


Enter Lady Wran gle and Sophronia, 


Lady 22 rang. Well, Sophraxia, fince I ſee this giddy 
Gi is neither to be farm'd by Precept or Cn -M 
at leaſt ſome Conſolation, to find her natural Incon- 
ſtauey {o-gficttually mortiſies that vile apoſtate, Fran. 
Soph. Yet "a am amaz'd he ſhould not be: more mog 


. Lady rang 4 know he's vain, and thinks his Meri 
may ſleep in Neal Security. But now! to rouſe hin 
from his Dream 01 Mr. Granger! I am ng 4J 
ou left us; I am perfeQly kill'd Sith Laughing 
here's Mr. Hiilia has had luck infinite Humour ! 
as entertain d us more tkan ten Comedies. 
Gran. O! Pray, Madam, let us go in and participate. 
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Rady rang. By no means,; he's now alone with, his 
treſs, and twould be barbarous to interrupt them. 
ran. His Miſtreſs, Madam, 
TT dy rang. Ay! with Cbarlate; and, you know, 
ers fo near their Happineſs are apt to like no Com- 
vy ſo well as their own. 
een. Dye hear, Sir. | [7% Sir Gilb. apart. 
ir G:/5. I told you how it was. [Zo Fran. apart. 
Lady Frag. Beſide, he is to give us a little Muſic ; 
al think this Room. will be more convenient. 
ran. He is a fortunate Man indeed, Madam, to be 
I well with the young Lady already. 
lady rang. There's no accounting for that idle 
don in uncultivated Minds: I am not ſupriz'd at 
Forwardneſs, confidering the vulgar Education Mr.. 
2 rangle has given her, 
ir G14; Odſheart, Madam ! don't diſparage my 
1 v ng has had-a more uſeful Education than your 
1 La Frog 2 3” 2 ſhe has Wewn moſt hope - 
= on't, In ngi ever 
los Neck, that does but aſk FRE 1 15 gg 
Fran. od $a Faults reg may 4 


er People. ; 0s g 
1 Lady Wrang. O! cry you ures, Lr; _ have 
eat zeaſon to defend. her, I dan t dt * She i a 
at in your Eye, to be ſure. 
11 Er th Were ſhe weak enough to ima ine a a ſuperial 
eamiag cau'd make her ane, tis poſſible ailings 
4% en, like other Sub 8. might hater keen mare send 


Lady Wrass.. Whas. lo you meta. Sir ? 
Fran. Lmean, Madam, chat as ſhe, des nat read 4 
ple, Plato, Plutarch, or Semaca, ſhe ig neither roman 
ic or vain of her Pedantry; and as ber pw 
er 2 * * than Bickesfaff”s Tarlrra, her 
natural, modeſt, and erte 
88 2 . 0 well faid, Frankly. * ar [1 
| Lady Wrong, Since Bam tak} you were once in love 
her, I ſhall ſay no more, but leave her own imme 
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diate Behaviour to confirm your good Opinion of her 
Virtues. - Ha! ha! _ 
Gran, While the Lovers of this Age, Madam, bf 7 
ſo deprav'd a Taſte, we muſt not wonder, if our modem '# ; 
fine / Ladies are apt to run into Coquettry: They are 
now forced to it in their own Defence; if they ore 
make Advances, they ſtand as lonely and uſeleſs as un. 
tenanted Houſes : So that Coquettry, it ſeems, is no mor 


than ſetting a Bill upon their Door, that Lovers in 7 


Diſtreſs may read as they Paſs- 
Loagings to be let. 4s 
Lady Vrang. Ol they are moſt hoſpitable Dames 1 112 
indeed After this, methinks, the more proper Appel. 
lation for Coquettes ſhould be that of Landladies. 
IA Servant de L Wrang. S 
* come and give Orders myſelf. | [Exif bs 
5. J don't know any Man alive, that looks upon 
the Seca of Mankind with fo diſcerning an Ee 1 
as Mr. Granger ; but I am afraid it will. therefore A 
draw him into my Misfortune, of being as odious u 
the Hliterate of his Sex, as I am to thoſe of mine. 4 V. 
rah, I that were as juſt a Reaſon, Madam, for youll 
having 2 favourable Opinion of me, as it is for my per. 
fect Admitation of you; we ſhauld each of us have Ail 2 Þ 
many Friends as any wiſe Man or Woman ought to deſire. 
Frau. Ds you mind that; Sir? 8 [Abart 
Sir Gi. A fly Rogue! be knows how to tie le her 


Here are N. £508 3 


up, I ſee, ' [Apart 


$boph, And pet the rode World will ſay, perhaps, ch 


our mutual Enmity to them has reduc d us to a Friend: 1 


ip for one another 420 3 
Gran. That's 1 can never 750 o. Mes 45 
dam; ſo much Beasty cannot but have its hoice of 
Friends and Admirers : a form ſo bright and perfect, a: 

like a Comet in the Hemiſphere, where er it dome 1 


muſt ſet Mankind a gazing. | . 
Soph. Fy © Mr. Granger! © . 
Sir G#lb, What a dic ns! will ſhe' fallow that "Y | 

zing Star now 2 { Apart. 


e W be hath dref'd i it, ant fink ater tn 
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"= Sopb. 1 mind not Multitudes. 1c . een : 
"IE Gran. Pardon me, I know you have a Soul above 
em; and I really think it the Misfortune of your 
4 :rſon, to have been ſo exguilſitely fair, that where your 
irtue would preſerve, your Eyes deſtroy ; they give 
oluntary Love; where'er you paſs, in ſpite af all 
ur innocence, they wound=—— 7venumgue. prodis. 
Sr blicd Cara: i 570197, e I 18, 
ore i . Alas! my Eyes are turn'd upon myſelf ;; ànd ſo 
in A tle do I mind the Follies of other People, that I ſome- 
mes find myſelf alone, in the midſt of a Public Circle. 
Ceran. I cannot wonder at that, Madam, ſince our bet 
ſſemblies are generally made up of illiterate Beings, 
iat when they are alone, find themſelves in the worſt 
WL ompany ; and fo are reduc'd to come abroad, though 
erely to meet, and hate one another. 3 
= $4. What Charms then can you ſuppoſe I could 
ape for a World, that has ſo few for me? Beſide, at 
oſt, che Men of modern Gallantry gaze upon a Wo- 
Wan of real Virtue, only as Atheiſts look into a fine 
to hurch; from Curioſity, not Devotion: They may ad- 
nire its Ornaments and Architecture, but have neither 
race nor Faith for farther Adoration. 2 
Ceran. All Men are not Infidels; of me, at leaſt, you 
have a Convert: And tho” the ſenſual Practice of the 
orld had made me long deſpair of ſuch Perfection in 
a mortal Mold; yet when the Rays of Truth Celeſtial 
roke in upon my Senſe, my conſeious Heart at once 
onfeſs'd the Deity : I proſtrate fell a proſelyte to Vir- 
ue; and now its chaſte Deſires enlarge my Soul and 
raiſe me to Seraphic Joy. E 
a Soph. Harmonious Sounds, Celeſtial Tranſports! [ Ade. 


> 


. Sir Gi/b, O dear! O dear! was ever ſuch a wicked 
of hief! Odſheart ! he'll make her go to Prayers with 
„ him preſently, _ f 1 Aide. 
e Soph. No more —we are obſerv'd: Theſe Heaven- 


born Emanations of the Soul defire not vulgar Ears 
Some fitter Time may offer—till when 

Gran. Till then - be huſh'd our Joys. [ Gran. leaves her, 
2d joins the Men, while Soph. walks apart muſing. 
Seph, Our Joys indeed! ſuch was, in Paradiſe, our firſt 


* 
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Parents * before they fell from Innocence to Shame * 


Fran, [ Gran. ] Why did you not go on with ber þ 
We thought you were in a fine Way: Sir Gilbert and 4 

were juſt a geing to ſteal of. 4 
Sera. Soft and fair, Sir: A lady of her Deca > 
muſt be carried like a Taper ebe e gently f 

Ward; if you hurry her —out dhe goe x 
Sir Gill. Vou're right, you're ri N 79. | 
ſhall ſee me manage her a lierle; Pi peak good Wa X 


for a hum .V 
a . Huſh . for che World, 8 Dead 
youll ſpoil all—don't'you ſee ſhe is in Contemplation 
Sir Gib. What if ſhe be, Man? we muſt not humout 2 
her, till ſhe is ſtark mad neither. ee how de * 
thou do, Child. | b 
Soph. [ Repeating] ——— {The Earth 
Gave en of Gratulation, and each Hill. bs 
Foyous the Birds; freſh Gales and gentle Airs 
Whiſper'd it to the Woods, and, From their Wing 5 


Flung Roſe, flung Odours, from the Juicy Sprub 

Di Iſporting 4 | 4 5 

Sir Gilb. Very pretty, I proteſt ; very prett/— The 
amorous Scraps of Fancy in thy Head make me hop 

that Love 1s not far from thy Heart, Sophy. | 


Soph. Love, Sir, was ever in my Heart; but ſuch q 
Love, as the blind Homer of this Breeifo Iſle, in rhym ele 8 
Harmony ſublimely ſings— 1 

Sir Gi/b, Well, and pr'ythee what does he ſay of it! 
r ˙¹1¹¹⏑ refenes | 1 
| The T hought, and Heart enlarges; has his Seat 
In Reafon, and is judicious, is the Scale, | 
By. awhich to heavenly Lowe thou may aſcend. 

Sir Gilb. Very good again; and troth, Pm glad 

Hear thou art ſo heartily reconciled to it. 

Soph. Eaſſer than Air with Air, if Spirits embrace, 
Total they mix, Union of Pure with Pure 
Dgfiring- 

Sir Gill. Ah! chere I doub t weren luce crazy. [ {pdt 
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am 50 ph. This Tron Age, fo fraudalent and Gold, . 
=. Touch'd with this Love, would be an Age of Gold. 
ir G13, O-lud! O-lnd ! this will never do. [ Afze. 
„. So! ſhe has given the old Gentleman his Belly 
can ll, I ſee: Well, Sir! how do you find her? 
ir G13. Ah! poor Soul! piteous bad! All upon the 
ntivy again! You muſt e'en undertake her yourſelf; 
1 can do no good upon her—Burt here comes Love 
another kind. Hos | | 
_ LL Charlotte, Melon, an Lady Wrangle. 
"RSS Cher. O Siſter! here's Mr. Vitling has writ the 
—Ettict Cantata ſure, . that ever made Muſic en- 
anting. | | 
5b. I am glad, Siſter, you are reconcil'd to any of 
performances. | * 
Vi. O fy! Madam, ſhe only rallies— mere Trifle, 
Fran. That I dare ſwear it is. | 
Vi. Ha! ha! no doubt on't; if you could like it, 
muſt be an extraordinary Piece indeed, Tom. You 
„ my little Rogue, we have crabb'd him already. 
[ Afide to Char. 
Lady Vran. Mr. Frankly is a mere modern Critic, 
at makes perſonal Inclination the Rule of his Judge- 
ent; but to condemn what one never ſaw, is making 
ort Work indeed. | 
Fran. With Submiſſion, Madam, I can ſee no great 
WS aſhneſs in preſuming that a Magpye can't fing like a 
Nightingale. 
8 rig No, nor an Owl look like a Peacock neither : 
la! ha! | 1 
Lady Vrang. and Char, Ha! ha! ha! 
Lady Vrang. Perfectly pleaſant. 
Char. O! Wit to an Infinity! 
Fran, Much good may do you with your Canary- 
Bird, Madam, [To Char. 
Char, O! Sir, I am ſorry you are exhauſted ; but 
When Wit's upon the Lee, no Wonder it runs into 
Rudeneſs. 
Fran, I don't wonder at my not hitting your Taſte, 
Madam, when ſuch Stuff as this can go down with you. 
Wit. My Stuff, dear Tem, was compos'd purely for 


2 


2 


ni o 
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the Entertainment of this Lady ; and fince ſhe likes if 8 « 
1 will allow, that you of all Mankind, have moſt reaſon | 
to find fault with it. Ha! ha! : 
© Char. Nay, if he ſhould like it, even I will ou gin 
it up to the World as good for nothing. | 5 
Fran. Then it's in danger, I can tell you, Made I 
for I ſhall certainly like it, becauſe, I am ſure, it wil 4 4 
be good for nothing. 1 
G. har. A pleaſant Paradox. | wu: 
Fran. None at all, Madam; for ſince I find your Hef NY: | 
is like Stock, to be transferr'd upon a Bargain, it will þ 4 9 
ſome pleaſure, at leaſt, to fee the Groſſneſs of youſ ; 
Choice revenge me on your Infidelity. 4 5 
Wit. Poor Tom! Nut, are the Grapes ſour, n F 
Dear! Ha! ha! ha! i 
Char. Pſhah! never mind him: The Cantata, de 5 | 
Mr. Mitling, the Cantata. . 
Lady Wrang. O! by all means; pray oblige us, Sl 9 
Wit. Immediately, Madam: but all things in order: 


Hrſt give me leave to regale the good COmpapy with 3 1 


ſmall Craſh of Inſtrumental. £ 

_. Lady Yaz. As you pleaſe, Sir. i - 

I it. Hey! Signior Carbonelli / Vi Piats Wee! iP / 

[The Mufic entt þ 

Lady Wrang. Mr. Granger, won't you pleaſe to fit? Wa 
Sir Gilhb, Ay, ay, come, Gentlemen; eg in carne 
does this Puppy really pretend to ſing ? ; 
Fran, Much as he HR to Wit, Sir; He ca 

make a Noiſe at leaſt. go 

Sir G:l6b. But the Whelp has no Voice, 8 

Fran. O] Sir, that's out of faſhion : Your beſt MY F 

r 

u 


. 
| 


— 


ters ſeldom have any. J 
Sir Gi. Then I would not give a Fig for their Mui 
Sir; I would as lief ſee a Cripple 3 But let! 
hear what the Fiddles can do. [They play a Sonata. Wo 
Well! and what! we are to ſuppoſe this is very fi 
now, ha! a 
Fran. No doubt on't, Sir! at leaft it will not be (a* 
to ſay the contrary. 0 
Sir Gilb. Well! well! for a quiet Life TOS, very fin 
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it be: but I wiſh I could hear a Lancaſbire Horn- 
e for all that. | 5 
ady Wrang. Come, dear Sir, no more Apologies. 
| | [To Witling. 
an. See, Sir, Mr. Vitling is going to entertain us. 
ir Gi/3. Ay! that muſt be rare Stuff indeed. 
.. Upon my Life, Madam, I have no more Voice 
na Kettle-drum ; beſide, this is for a Treble, and 
t of my Compals. 
har. O! no matter; feign it, dear Mr. Wiling ! 
it, I would fain oblige you, Madam; but yet, me- 
nk, nothing done, to pleaſe you, ſhould be feign'd 
her, Madam. 
Er: Hah ! he would fain be witty, I ſee ; but don't 
Wuble yourſelf, Madam, he has as much mind to ſing 
Ss you have to hear him: Tho', Heaven knows, his 
ice is like his Modeſty, utterly forced; Nature has 
bing to do with either of them. 
.. Whatever my Modeity is, dear Tom, thy Unea- 
ess 1 am ſure is natural; that comes from thy Heart, 
are anſwer for it. Ha! ha! ha! 
ran. O thou happy Rogue! 
ii.. But, Madam, if I ſing, you ſhall promiſe me 
dance then. 
Char. O! any Compoſition; I'll do it with all my 
art, 
Lady Wrang. But the Words firſt; dear Sir, read 
2M out, 
Hit. Well, Ladies, ſince you muſt have it—— 
Sir G:/6, He is a curſed while about it, methinks 
Mit. You muſt know then, this Cantata is of a dif- 
ent Species from the Paſſion generally expreſs'd in 
r Modern Operas; for there you ſee your Lover 
ually approaches the Fair Lady with Sighs, Tears, 
Worments and Dying: Now here, I ſhew you the way 
making Love like a Pretty Fellow; that is, like a 
an of Senſe, all Life and Gaiety- As for 
xample, Del 
Char. Pray mind. | 


„ 

, bt 

8 ll 8 
_ 0 

1 0 * $4 
—Y 

A 


. 2 "MF 
= 
12 N. © 4 
= bir 


1 fine 


74 The RREFUS AL: Or, l 


Wit. [ Neading.] 
Thus to a penſive Swain, 
Who long had low'd in vain, 
Thyrſis the ſecret Arts 
Of gaining Hearts 
From cold Diſdain, wo 
To his deſpairing Friend imparts. 1 x 
Mit. So far Recitative-———Now for the Air-—. | 
hum! hum! x | 2 
Soph. Don't you think, Mr. Granger, that the doubi T 
Dative Caſes of — to a penſſve Swain, to his d 
 ſpairing Friend, almoſt reduce this to Nonſenſe ? 0 
Gran. Juſtly obſerv'd, Madam; but you know, Now 
ſenſe and Harmony are reconcil'd of late. be; 


: Wit. Would you woo her 
With Succeſs ? 
| Up to her, 
* Purſue her, 
With Life and Addreſs. 
VF Gay, 
Shew her Play ; 
F colder, 
e bolder : 


Now feize her, 
And teize her, 
And kiſs her, 

And pleaſe her, 
Till ripe for the Foy. 
You warm her, 

Alarm her, | 
Dijarm her, * 
You charm her, 

1 warrant thee, Bey. 


1 | 80 
But to pine and languiſh, 
Or /igh your Angui/p 


x «6 
* 
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To the Air, 
15 fruitleſs Pain, 
Endur d in wain ; 
Silent Woes and Looks of Care, 
Will never, never win the Fair. 

8 End with the firſt Strain, 
.. Ah you little Ro ogue [To Charlotte. 
= Lady Prong. Infinitely pretty ! Nothing ſure was 

er ſo muſical. 

Char. Sing it, fing it, dear Mr, Witling; I am on 
Mptoe to hear it. 

.. Well, Madam, if you can bear it in a Falſetto. 


[ He ſongs, 


=_ Char. O Caro! Caro! 
Wit. Aima mia 
ob. [Zo Gran. ] How happy are the Self. onceited 
a yet, if he had not ſung now, this Wretch's Folly 
Wd [gnorance had been leſs conſpicuous, 
ran. Right, Madam, but you know a Man muft 
ee Variety of Parts to make an accomplih'd Coxcomb. 
eib. I ſcarce think Poetry is more abus'd than Mu- 
by its vain Pretenders. 
£ Gran. And yet it is hard to ſay, Madam, whether 
Woſe Pretenders, or the falſe taſte of our modern 
Wd mirers, have more contributed to the Abuſe of either. 
i.. But come, Madam, now. your Promiſe ; your 
rs only [Zo Char.] can give a Bonne Bouche to our 
Yrtertainment. 
Car. Well; ſince I gave my Word, PH uſe no 
Weremony. 
Se“. What! more Folly? { grow tir'd: Shall we 
k into my Library! there we may raiſe our Thoughts. 
Gran. You charm me, Madam; I thirſt me. 
r a clear Draught of «Helicon. 
Soph. Take no leave but follow me. 

¶ Eæxeunt Soph. and Gran . 
Wit. E ben 1 [Charlotte dances.] EH Viva 
va! All Enchanement, Madam; no ten thouſand 
ngels ever came up to it. 
Lady 'Wrang. It cannot be aN bt Charles 1 

292 
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an external Genius, ſhe wants no perſonal Acquiſition; 
but *tis great pity the Application they have coſt her, 
was not laid out upon the Improvement of her Under. 
ſtanding. . = 
-. 


« 
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Mit. O! pardon me, Madam; as long as there is 1 1 
good Underſtanding between her and me, what's mat. 4 
ter which of us has it, you know. 9 
Sir G7ʃ˙. Ay, but there's the Queſtion, which of 50 
*tis that has it: for if one of you has it, I am ſure ao 
will never come together. | 1 
Fran. Well ſaid! at him, Sir. 1 [Alu. 1 
Wit. Look you, Sir Gilbert; you may fancy your fai 48 


Daughter and I are a Couple of Fools, if you pleaſe ; bu 
if one of us had not been wiſer than her Father, wi 
could never have had a Right to come together, nM 
ſpite of his teeth ; that's certain : Ha! ha! ha! 7 
Lady Wrang. Pardon me, Mr. Viiling; you unde. 
rate your Merit: for you had been ſure of my Conſe 
without your Contract. bf 

Wit. Ay, Madam, that was only a fool:th Modeſty 
that J could not ſhake off; therefore I hope you wil 3s 
excuſe me, if I durſt not think Merit alone was . 
ſufficient Bait to bob Sir Gilbert out of his Conſen: n 
Hz! val”: | | | 

Sir G14, Vou are a very merry Grig, Sir; but hav. 
a care you are not bobb'd yourſelf; Stay till you win: 
before you laugh; for you are not yet married, I pe 
ſume. . : | LY _YB 
"Wit. Why no, nor you have not ſupp'd yet; yet i 
hold Gold to Silver, we both eat before we ſleep. F 
Sir Gib. Why! doſt thou think the Girl is in ha ne 
to marry thee to- night: | 
VI. I don't fay that neither. But, Sir, as long as! ; 
have a ſufficient Depoſit of the Lady's Inclinations, or 
anſwer. for the reft of her Premiſes, you will give me 
leave not to be afraid of her looking out for a new Cha bur 
in the mean time, Sir, Top v3 uf 
Sir Gil.” A Depoſit ! why wouldſt thou perſuade mt 
the Girl can be Fool enough to like thee ? _ | 
Ni. T-gad, I don't know how''tis, but ſhe has Wi 
enough, it ſeems, to make me think ſo-———but 
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u won't take my Word, let her anſwer for herſelf. 
Sir Gilb, Ay that I ſhould be glad to hear. 8 
.. Ha! ha! I-gad this is a pleaſant Queſtion in- 
ler Jed Madam, are not yon willing, (as ſoon as the 
liarch-Books can be open) to make a, Transfer of your 
hole Stock of Beauty, for the conjugal Uſes of your 
WW mble Servant ? 4 * 8 
8 Car. Indeed, Papa, I won't ſuppoſe. that can be a 
WD ueition. 4 | 2h 
== //;:. A Hum! your humble Servant, Sir. | 
= Char. Beſide, are not you oblig'd to fign a further 
XD ced of Conſent to Mr. Vitling? | 
= Sir G14. Yes, Child; but the ſame Deed reſerves to 
ou a right of Refufal, as well as to him. | 
= Chr. That I underſtand, Sir; and there's one can 
itneſs for whom I have reſerv'd that Right of Refuſal. 
| Pointing to Fran. 


ler Hit. Your humble Servant, again, Sir; ha! ha! ha! 

ent Lady Wrang. I am amaz'd, Mr. E"rang/:, you could 
ink ſhe could be under the leaſt Difficulty in the 

ſt) AT hoice. 88. | | 

wilg Fran. And yet, Madam, there are very innocent La- 


ies, that have made a Difficulty of changing their 
aclinations in half an Hour. ir ee 
= Lady rang. A Woman of ſtrict Virtue, Sir, ought to 
ae no Inclinations at all: or if any, thoſe only of be- 
Ing obedient to the Will of her Parents. 

Vi... O! let him alone, Madam; the more he rails 
be more I ſhall laugh, depend upon't : the Pain of a 
Niral is the pleaſanteſt Game in the World: his wiſh- 
Ing me at the Devil, is juſt the ſame thing as if he wiſh'd 
e Joy! hal ha! | e 
Sir Gilb, Well, Sir, all I ſhall ſay is, that if the 
ir] has Common Senſe, thy Contract muſt ſtill be good 
or nothing. 
Wir. Right! and if you had had Common Senſe, I am 
lure you would never have made it; not but to do you 
uſtice, Sir Gilbert, I muſt own you have Wit in your 
ly too, though it's of a very odd Turn, I grant you. 
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Sir Gill. Sir, I difown my Pretenfions to any, if ere A 
you had Senſe enough to find it out. 
Wit. Sure you forget, my dear Sir Gil. Don't youll 3 
remember once I did find it out? Did not I ſtyly catch 4 
ou in St. What-de-callum's Chureh-yard, with your 'Ta 
ble book, taking dead People's Names from the Tomb. 1 þ 
ſtones, to fill up your Liſt of your third Subſcription * 
that you might be ſure of thoſe that would never come 
toclaim it? and then pretended to all your Friend] 4 
vou were full? There, at leaſt, you had more wil 
to keep People out, than any Man living had to get % 
in: for I grant you, your Liſt was dead ſure ! i N 
hal ha! I 
Sir GiB. Why, ay, this nonſenſical Story now pail 
for Wit, I warrant among your Cockade and Velo 
Sparks at Garraway's ; but much good may do yo! 
| wg your Jeſt, as long as we have your Money among 
I believe it will be no hard Matter to bite moſt of 
wür ſoft Heads off before it be long; and if yo 
drive on as you ſeem to do, we fhall — bold to ſe 
ſome of you down where we took you up, odſheartlikin, 8 
Wit. Nay, I grant you, to do your. own! Buſinel's, Wn 
ou muſt do other Peoples too; but if all the young 
ellows of Dreſa and Pleafure would follow ine, | 254 
would undertake to lead you a dance for all that. 
Sir G15. And, pray, what woald you have them do! 
Wit. Why? do, as you do, nothing that you pre 
tend to do: or do as I did, every thing as you whil-l 
per'd me not to do. I minded what your Broker , 
not what you /aid, my Dear! and if every Gentleman" 
would but buy, when you adviſe him to fell ; or (ei 
when you adviſe him to buy, *twould be impeflible rl 
go ont of the way: Why! ”tis as plain a Road, Man, 
as from Hiae-Park Corner to Aenfington. 


e 


FA 


Sir G16. Sir, you take a great deal of Liberty with my * 
Character; inſomuch, that I muſt tell you, | am n= * 
fare I won't pay the Forfeit of my Contract, rathe © 
than part with my Daughter to a Corcomb and 1 
take it as you will. d 


Lady V rang. Mr. Wrangle ! what do you mean bf 
this Brutality ? | 
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Tian. Mr. Witling, Madam, will take nothing ill, 
at 1 think fit to juſtify I am ture. 
you . No, faith! yuu need not fear it; I'll marry be- 
atch re Pl fight, depend upon't. Ha! ha! | 
. Lady Wrang. Mr. Witling, I beg you come away this 
mb. komen. — I'll undertake to do your Merit Juſtice. I'll 
tion 4 ee who dares pretend to govern in this Family beſide 
ome yſelf, Charlotte, give him your Hand — Come, Sir 


end | [Exit Lady rang, 
Wü „,. I am all Obedience, Madam—your humble Ser- 
gel ant, Mr. Frankly —Would you woo her 
ha [ Exit finging with Charlotte. 
Fran. Admirably well done, Sir! you have work'd 


aſſe his Inſolence to rare Order. Now, if you can but ſtand 
let t out as ſtoutly with my Lady, our Buſineſs is done. 
yo ls Sir G15. If! Will you ſtand by me? 

ong e Fran. Will you give me your Authority, Sir, to 
ft andle her roundly, and make her know who ought to 


youll Wc her Maſter. 
Sir Gilb. My Authority! ay, and Thanks into the 


ins WB argain———come, along, FI fend for the Lawyer 


cl, Dow ——Mr. Franlly, my Blood riſes at her, ſhe 
ung all find I'll vindicate the Honour of the City, and, 
„ from this Moment, demoliſh her Petticoat Government. 
# Fran. Well ſaid; I'll warrant you, Sir.  [Exeunt. 
„ | 


_ 
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ACT T 


87, Gilbert and Frankly. 


dear 'Frank/y, I could not reſt till I had 
thee alone again; thou haſt gain'd upon 
me for ever: your vindicating the Huſband's Authority, 
and taking my Wife a Peg os before my Face, has 
tickled my Fancy to that Degree, that, odzooks ! I could 
with in my Heart thou hadft been married to her. 
Fraz. O! I ſhould be loth to have robb'd you, Sir, of 
that Happineſs, 
D 4 


Sir Cilb. 


. 
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Sir Gib. A hum! you are right, you are right; 


than her Huſband : Why the Duce can't I govern her (8 


Ladyſhip that way too. 


them; by the Lord Harry JI am 523 of it 


may not diſturb them. 
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did not think of that indeed: Well! it's a very odd thin 
now, that a Wife will ſooner be kept under by any Mala 


Frau. There's no great Secret in the matter, Sir; {8 
take any Couple in Chriſtendom, you will certainly find 
that the more troubleſome of the two is always Her 
of the Family. 8 

Sir Gib. By my troth, I believe you are right; an 


ſince the War is begun, I'Il make a fair Puſh for't. | 6. 
am reſolv'd now to thwart her in every thing; and nn 
Granger has but Wit enough to talk Sophronia into he 


Senſes; that is, if he can but convince her that the i 


Fleſh and Blood, and born to breed, like other Women; 1 


odzocks ! he ſhall marry her immediately ; I'11 plague he 
Fran. That way! O! ay, it's true: for I think | 9 


have heard you ſay, Sir, that if either of your Daugh- 1 | 
ters die unmarned, my Lady is to inherit their Fortune 


Sir-G:1b. Ay, ay, there the Shoe pinches, Man; i: | 
would be as much an Enemy to Granger, as ſhe is th 


Ton, if the could in the leaſt ſuſpect he would ever mal 1 
any thing of it with Sephronia. © 


Fran. And, if I don't miſtake, Sir, Granger is in a fai 
Way there too; for, to my Knowledge, he has bel 
lock'd up with her this half Hour, here in her Library. 

Sir G:/b. The Dickens? —_— 

Fran. Did not you obſerve them to ſteal off togethal 
Juſt after the Muſic ? | ; 15 

Sir Gils. I wonder'd, indeed, what was . 7 „ | 

mu 
have a Peep at them [Ces to the Key-hole.] Odſo! the 
are juſt a coming forth. 

Fran. We had beſt be out of the Way then, that vt 


Sir Gs. No, no, I'll warrant you: Pr'ythee let u 
ſtand behind this Skreen and obſerve what paſſes. 

Frau. Quick! quickly chen; here they come. 

| [T hey retin 
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Enter Granger with Sophronia.' - 
1. %%. O Granger! ſtill preſerve this Purity, 
big 07 8 
Ma Ind my whole Soul will open to receive thee : 
. Forget, like me, thy Sex, how ſweetly may. 
Wc paſs our Days in rational Deſire! 
Thou ſeeſt, I own, without a Bluſh, my Love, 
or Bluſhes only riſe from guilty Flames F 
hen Conſcience driven, - reluctant to the Crime, | 
WT caps to the Face, and marks the: Cheek with Shame: 
= ut the chaſte! Heart ſublimb'd by purer Fires, 
nowing no conſcious Fear, Reſerve; or Gutle, 
Fives, with unbounded Frankneſs, all its Store, 
nd only bluſhes— that it gives no more. 0 4 
Ceran. Hear this ye bright immortal Choirs above, 
nd own that human Souls, like you, can love. 
= Sir G:/4. Heyday ! this is downright Love in a Trage- 
Ty | Well! he's a comical Thief. 194 21 
Fran. Huſh! let him go on, Sir. 18 Re," 
== $o75. Can you forgive the tedious Baniſhment,  , . 
RW hich my Diſtruſt and Dread impos'd on you? 
Ceran. Can I reproach you for G juſt, ſo kind 
fear? While thro' the general Race of Man, 
ſenſual and infectious Paſſion Rages, 
iving, from Sex to Sex, the mortal Tainture; 
an I complain, if, to preſerve yourſelf 
rom the Contagion, you've perhaps enjoin'd 
he Healthy to perform his Quarantine ? 
at landing thus, upon my native Soil, 
tleave my Sufferings paſt behind, and think 
he preſent now is all that's left of Time, 
Or worth my Care. 
Soph. Bluſh ! bluſh ! ye baſe degenerate World, 
hat boaſt the Bliſs of groſs connubial Love: 
Can you wear human Forms, yet ſee the prone, 
The brute Creation, equal your Deſires? _ 
Had you or Souls or Senſe refin'd, you'd form 
Your wiſhes worthy your ſuperior Being ; 
Curb, with Imperial Reaſon, lawleſs Nature, 
And reach like us, the Joys of Love Seraphic. 
Gran, O Harmony of Heart! O fpotlets Paſſion ! 
| 3D ig: | | ; 


& 
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Here, on this Hand, the Altar of my Vows, 4 
I ofter up my purer Part, my Soul U 
To thine, Me Ware inviolable | * 
Soph, — —— —— Hold ! | 
Paſſions, like" ours, no Wem Vows require; 
For Vows ſuppoſe Diſtruſt, or faithleſs Love, 
The frail Security of ſenſual Flames; 3 p 
But where the Pure, with the Pure Soul unites, 
'Fhe fimpte Hand, thus given, and receiv'd, ſuffices. 
Gran. Let then this Hand my ſpotleſs Heart reſign. 
Soph. Thus in Exchange I blend my Soul with thine 
Sir G11. So! they are got to Hand and Heart already 
but now, now for a Touch at the reſt of her Premiſes, 
Fran. Nay, dear Sir, be eaſy. 
Sir Gb. Well! well! I will. | 
Soph. And now, no more Sopbronia, but thy Friend 
Be both my Name and Sex from hence forgotten. 
Gran No: 
Let me remember fill that thou art fair; 
For were there no Temptation in thy Bea 
Where were the Merit of fach hard Reſiſtance ? 
Indeed, my Friend, tis hard! 'tis hard Refiftance ! 
'The Organs of my Sicht, my Ear, my Feeling, 
As I am made of human Mold, in ſpite 
Of me, exert their Functions, and are pleas'd ; 
T view thee with Delight, 1 hear with Tranſport, | 
And thy Touch — is Rapture 
Seph. Tow fares my Friend? 
Gran. Like the poor Wretch that parches in a Fever 
With fatal Thirſt, yet t for preſent Eaſe 
To drink, and die 
Soph. From whence this new Diſorder ? 
Gran, Fell me, Sophroma, is my Virtue blame ful, 
Becauſe my Senſes act as Nature bids them? 
Am ] in Fault, if the ſharp Winter's Froſt 
Can chill my Limbs, or Summer's Sun will ſcorch then 
What Matter can reſiſt the Elements ? 
Rivers will freeze, and ſolid Mountains burn; 
What Bodies will not change — Thus the tall Oak 
Though from our meaner Flames ſecure, 1 
« Muſt that, which falls from Heaven endure. 
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68%. Where has he learn'd this Art of unoffending 
WWattery? | 5 Aide. 
ran. Canſt thou reproach me then, if while thy 

Beauties | 
ich ſuch a Blaze of Charms invade my Senſe, 

y human Heart's not Proof againſt their Pow'r ? 
Spb. Reproach thee! No; Bodies are but the Shells, 
Dr Huts that cover in the Soul, and are, 
ike other Fabrics, ſubject to Miſchance: 
he Cells of Hermits may be fir'd ; but none 
WE cproach the Wretch that ſuffers oy the Flame. 
Gran. O Saphronia { canſt thou forgive me then, 
hat my material Droſs thus burns before thee ? 
hat my whole Frame thus kindles at thy Beauty? 
nd even warms my Soul with fond Deſire? * 
ike an impatient Child it languiſhes, 

Ind pines for Wants unknown, it ſighs, it pants, 
o be indulg*d upon thy friendly Boſom, 
Jo ſold thee in my tender Arms, to talk, 
Ind gaze, with mutual ſoft Benevolence 
f Eyes, as Giving were our only Pleafure. 
Sir Gs. Adod! I believe he's in Earneſt, he makes 
e half in love to hear him. MW 
S2ph. Is it poſſible ? Can then - 
uch Softneſs mingle with corporeal Paſſion? [ Abart. 
= Gran. But while-the Soul alone is ſuffer d to 
Poſſeſs, and bars my mortal Part from Joy; 
poor repining Senſes murmur at 
heir Fate, and call thy Purity unjuſt, 
o ſtarve. the Body, while the Mind knows Plenty, 
et, like a-Churl, engroſſes whole the Feaſt. 
ly Senſes claim a Share from Nature's Law; 
hey think, with a more melting Softneſs, they 
ould love, and e'en inform the Soul with rapture. 
Sir Gilb. Ay; now !. we begin to work her. 
Gran. Conſider then, as part of me, thy Friend, 
*hy Friend may ſure be truſted with your Pity !. | 
D | relieve them! give me ſome Sign-at leaſt,, 
Dne kind Embrace, or a chaſte Sifter's Kiſs, + 
e:certain Proof that thou art ſtill my Friend. 
That yet thou hat'ſt me not—l aſk. na more. | 


9 
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Soph. Pignora certa petis? do Pignora certa—TimmiM 

Gran. Does then thy Fear alone refuſe me? O Sophronidl 4 
Why, why muſt Virtne be this Foe to Nature ? | 
Why ſet our Senſes with our Souls at Variance, 

As Heav'n had form'd thee Fair—to kill thy Friend. 

Seph. What means my throbbing Heart? O Virtue! noy! 

Now fave me from unequal Nature's Power! 

Now guard me from myſelf— And hide my Shame! 
Gran. MuftI then periſh ? will my Friend forſake me 
Soph. O Granger! I am loſt !—thou haſt undone mel 

I am _— and thou wilt hate me now. 
Gran. O Sophronia ! 

Soph. ——— Lend me thy Arm, ſapport me! 
Thy melting Plaints have ſtole upon my Heart, 
And ſoften me to Wiſhes never known before. 7 

Gran. O the tumultuous Joy! [She finds into his Arn 

Sir Gilb, Ah! dead! dead! We have her Boy ! w 
have her. 

Gran. See how ſhe pants ! 

How, like a wounded Dove, ſhe beats her Wings, 

And trembling hovers to her Mate for Succour. 

O the dear Confuſion ! Awake, Sophronia! 

Now wake to new and unconceiv'd Delights, 

Which faint Philoſophy could never reach, 

Which Nature gave thee Charms to taſte and give. 
Soph. 0 I cou'd with, methinks, for ev'ry Power 

That might have Charms for thee : Thy Words, 

Like Hybla Drops, diſtil upon my Senſe, 

And I could hear thee talk for ever. 
ran. O be but thus for ever kind, thy Eyes 

Will find new Subjects for eternal Talk, 

And everlaſting Love: Bluſh not, my F air, 

That thou art kind: thy Heart has only paid | 

To J.ove, the Tribute due from Nature s whole Creation 

For Wiſdom to his Power oppos'd, is Folly : 

Hepr how the Britiſh Virgil fings his Sway; 

Thus every Creature, and of every Kind, 

The ſecret Joys of mutual Paſhon find; 

Not only Man's Imperial Race, but they 

That wing the 228 Air, or ſwim e 8 er 
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Or haunt the Deſert, ruſh into the Flame: 
For Love is Lord of all, and is in All the ſame, 

[ Exeunt Gran. and Soph. 
== Sir G:/b. O rare Philoſophy! O fine Philoſophy ! 
ainty Philoſophy! ho! [ Singing. 

Fran. Ha! ha! ha! that muſt be a pleaſant ſort of 
Philoſophy indeed, Sir, that pretends to be wiſer than 
Nature, Platonic Love is a mere Philoſopher's Stone; 
ben different Sexes once come to lay their Heads toge- 
her about it, the Projection's ſure to fly in Fumo. 
Sir Gilb. Fumo! ay, I warrant you. A handſome 
EWench, that ſhuts herſelf up two or three Hours with a 
Poung Fellow, only out of Friendſhip, is making a 
4 opefal Experiment in Natural Philoſophy indeed 
hy it's juſt like ſpreading a Bag of Gunpowder before 
a great Fire, only to dry it; Ha! ha! ha!  _ 
Fran. Right, Sir, It puts me in mind of the 1ri/þ 
oldier, who, to ſteal Powder out of a full Barrel, cun- 
ningly bored a Hole in it with a red hot Poker. { 
Sir Gitb, Ah! very good! ha! ha! ha! As you ſay, 
it's hard Luck indeed, that her firſt Touch of his Hand 
ſhould blow up all the reſt of her Body. | | 
Fran. But to do her Juſtice, Sir, ſhe was not won 
BE without a good deal of Art neither: A plain Battery of 
Love would have done nothing upon her; you ſee, he 
was forced to ſap her up with his Self-Reproaches, and put 
it all upon the Point of her Compaſſion to his Senſes. 
Sir Gi. Nay, the Toad did worm her nicely, that I 
muſt needs fay. FEET | 
Fran, Ha! ha! ha! what a rare Welcome too this 
News will have with my Lady? How ſhe will. fame at 
the Diſappointment ? | | 73 
Sir Gib. Nay, I have nothing to do with that, you 
know; this was none of my doing; let every Tub ſtand 
upon its own Bottom; I ſhall e' en leave her Ladyſhip to 
his Management: All I can promiſe him, ts, not to 
hinder the Matter. . 
Fran. That's all he will deſire, I dare ſay, Sir: be 
you but as paſſive in his Affair as mine, I'Il warrant we 
will find Courage enough between us to maintain our 
Pretenſions. | | | 2 
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more, 111 do it. 


now to combat but my Lady; and Granger” Succel 


I ſhall be better able to gueſs, whether the takes. me 0! 


_ deſigns to take either you or me for a Huſband ! What 


your ſtu#, Boys: and if I don't ſtand by you, may 1 „ wy 
Cock of the hen-peck'd Corporation as long as I live. i 


Ener a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, here's Mr. Delay the Lawyen. 
Sir G:i/b. Odſo! that's well! Now, Mr. Fr 
Fran. I believe, Sir, you had beſt keep him out of ml 
Lady's Sight, till Matters are ripe for Execution, 
Sir G46. You are right, you are right=——-ſay nl 
: Exit Sir Gil: 
Fran. So! thus far we ſtand fair; we have nothin 


Sir Gilb, Ay! there you are right again; ſtick 9 


with Sophronza, at this time, will naturally firengthe 
our Alliance againſt her: As for my friend Witling, hi 
own Aſſurance and Vanity will partly do his Buſineſs 
But however, in the mean while, it will not be amiſs tf 
keep him warm and ripe for our Deſign—— A propos 
here he comes. 


Enter Witling. 


Wit. Ha! ha! ha! Dear 7%“ I am glad I hat 
found thee, faith! I have a favour to beg of thee. 

Fran. Why then, I am glad you have found me tool 
— becauſe, I believe, I ſhall grant it. | : 

Wii. Ha! ha! what crabb'd ſtill, my dear! but 
come to thee from a fair Lady, Child; and *tis for her 
fake I am going to be obliged to thee. | 

Fran. I am glad of that too: A Woman of Senſe 1 
warrant her, by her ſending thee on a Fool's Errand. 

Wit. Ay, but my Dear! the Errand happens to be 
her's now; and ſo thou haſt civilly put the Fool upon 
the Woman of Senſe: Good again! one of thy old 
Blunders, Tom / for, I think thou hai but curſed Luck 
in making thy way to the Women. 

Fran, When you tell me the Lady you. come from, 
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you for a Fool. 
Mit. Suppoſe then it were from a Lady, Tom, that 


doſt thou think of my little Charlotte, my dear Tommy ? 
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ra. Why, if ſhe takes thee for a Huſband, I ſhall 
ak her a Fool; and if I ſhould take thee for a Wit, 
=. would think me a Fool: But by her ſending thee to 
a Favour of me, it's a ſign ſhe thinks thee a Fool, 
.. Hz! ha! a very pretty parcel of croſs Purpoſes, 
BF ool and Wit, and Wit and Fool; and ſhe, and thee, 
ane! What! art thou playing at the Huſtle-cap with 


Words, Child! Thou doſt not expect I ſhould take 
ay Jingle Jumble for Wit, doſt thou? 
" OS ran. No faith! if it be Wit, I expect thou ſhouldſt 
all! A r take it. | , 
n.. With all my Heart: Come, come it ſhall be 
it then; I will miftake it for once But to Buſineſs 
the fair Lady, my dear T om. 
Fran. Ay, what of her? 
Wit. Why, poor Soul, fhe deſir'd me to come to you, 
Fran. And leave her to better Company, ha! 
Wit. Look you, Tom, I know Loſers ought to have 
Ware to ſpeak, and therefore, at preſent, you ſhall have 
che Wit to yourſelf, my Dear: but don't be uneaſy 
my Happineſs, dear Tom; for to tell you the truth, 
e Creature is fo curſed fond of me, that ſhe begins to 
ow troubleſome already. Ha! ha! ha! | 
Fran. Why don't you make yourſelf eaſy then, and 
ive her up to me? | 
Mit. No, no; I muſt not break the poor Fool's Heart 
eicher; for you muſt know, ſhe is in a terrible Taking 
bout me. . | 
Fran. How ſo, Sir? 
Wit. Why ſhe ſaid, juſt now, ſhe was afraid to marry _ 
e ſo ſoon as to-night upon thy account. 
Fran. Good! then there may be hopes ſhe will not 
narry thee upon any account. 
Wit. No, don't flatter thyſelf neither, my dear Tom- 
for her Concern at the Bottom was all upon my 
ccount, | | | ; 
Fran, How does that appear? 
Mit. Why you know, ſays ſhe, after all, poor Frans 
as ſome ſort of Pretenſions to me: I don't know ho- 
t was, ſays the; but ſome way or other he got in with 
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my Father; ſo I durſt not wholly diſcourage his Ad 
dreſſes. Now Frankly's of a ſurly Temper, fay ſhe; Y 3 


and, if I ſhould marry you in the Heat of his Diſap- 


pointment, he may ſay or do ſome raſh-Thing upon't: 
And I know, ſays ſhe, Mr. #:/ing, you are violent in 


» 3h 
1 


2 
b 2 
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your Nature too; and if Matters ſhould riſe to a Qua- 
rel, no body knows where the Miſchief may end; th 
World will certainly lay it all at my Door——1 ſhoul 
be the miſerableſt Creature alive therefore I beg 
you, ſays ſhe, go to him from me, and try to make aMil 


amicable End of the Buſineſs; and the Moment pod 
 Frankly's made eaſy, ſays ſhe, Ill marry you the nen 9 


Hour, without any Reſerve in the whole World. 


"A 
1 0 


Fran. Why then, without any Reſerve in the whollf 5 
World, pray tell the Lady, that ſhe may depend upoiſ 
it I am certainly eaſy—becauſe I am ſure ſhe impoſeſ 


upon you. 
Wit. Impoſe R. Child! ha! ha! that's pleaſant 
enough, ha! ha! 5 700 | 


Fran. That is, ſhe lets you impoſe upon yourſel | 


which is the ſame thing. | 
Vit. That may be, Tom; but the Devil take me if 
can find it out: But however, I am mighty glad you 


do, becauſe then I am ſure, as long as you are eal\ 


vou can't take it ill, if I ſhould burſt my Ribs wit 
aughing at your Fancy. | 
Fran. O! not in the leaſt! and to increaſe you 


Mirth, Sir, I will be farther bold to tell you, ſhe has aff 


hearty a Contempt for you, if poſſible, as I have. 
Pit. Good again! Ha! ha! ha! 
Fran. Thou art a Thing ſo below all human' Confide- 
ration, thou haſt not wherewithal to give a Spaniar 
Jealouſy. - 
| Wit. Ah! poor Tom, if thou didſt but know all now: 
Hal that n : 
Fran. But to think thyſelf agreeable to her, thou mul 
have the Impudence of a French Harlequin. 
Wit. Ah! dear Tom, thou charm'ſt me! for ſince 


ſind thou art not, in the leaft, uneaſy at her Engagemeni 


with me, to tell thee the Truth, I have nothing elle a 
preſent that can poſſibly retard my Happineſs. 
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Fran. Why then, Sir, be as happy as you deſerve; 
a pray let the Lady know, as to any Favour ſhe de- 
as you, I am in perfect Peace of Mind and Tranqui- 


on't; 4 

* a | Wit. And you really give me leave to tell her ſo? 
= Fran. Tell her, I am more eaſy than ſhe herſelf will 
| "SE, when ſhe has married you. | 


Wit. Why then, periſh me, if thou art not one of the 
eſt-bred Rivals in the whole World! Hat ha! And 
re ſhe comes, faith, to thank thee for her Part of the 
SE onfolation. Ha! ha! 

Fran. Ha! ha! 


Enter Charlotte. | 
Char. So, Gentlemen, I am glad to find you in ſuch 


od Humour. | | 
Hit. O! Madam, the deareſt Friends in the World: 
have obey'd your Commands, and here's honeſt Tom 1s 
d far from being uneaſy at our Marriage, that I- gad I 
n't get him to believe it will ever come to any thing. 
Char, O! as to that, Mr. Frankly may think as he 
leaſes; but if he is not uneaſy upon your account, that's 


upoli 


pole 
afant 
f 
if 


YE! I pretend to deſire of him. 
_ nit. No, no, honeſt Tem will give us no trouble, de- 


end upon't. 3 
Fran. Not I, upon my Honour, Madam; for though - 
might be ning oy to cut any other Man's Throat, 
hat ſhould pretend to you, yet the Value I have for 
r. Witling, ſecures him from my leaſt Reſentment. 
Wit. Look you there, Madam! you ſee your Fears 
re all over; I don't find we have any thing to do now, 
dut to ſend for the Parſon. | | 

Char. Ay, but I don't well underſtand him; for he 
eems to be neither jealous of your Merit, nor my Inclt- 
nation; and that I can ſcarce think poſſible. | 

Fran. You may, upon my Soul, Madam; for I have 
0 juſt a Senſe of both, that if it had not been in regard 
ace to your Father's Contract, I am convinced you would 
nc" Mever have endured the Sight of him. | 
ic f Vit. Ah! poor Tem! he has much ado to ſmother it. 

| [ Apart. 


you 
as al 


fde- 
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Mit. Hahl Pradigious! I-gad he thinks you mean 
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Char. Very pretty} ſo you think that my -dwinin 6. 
his Addreſſes i is mere Grimace, and that I am all thi 
While taking Pains only to deceive Mr. Mitling. 5 
Fran. Alas! you need not do that, Madam; he take: 4 
ſo much to deceive himſelf, he really gives you no trou- W 
ble about it. i 
Wit. You ſee, Child, we may put any thing upon him, 1 $3 
Char. Right! you take it as I could with! Let me = 
alone with him. And fo, Sir, you really expect Im 
ſhould: be pleaſed with your having this free Opinion WY 
of my Conduct? ww 
Fran. I muſt be pleaſed with every thing you under- 
take in my Favour, Madam. 
Wit. How vain the Rogue is too [Ad. 
Char. I am amaz d! but how naturally a Coxcamb Bil 
Howh 3 [ 4/ide. 
i. Ay, that's when he's in your Hands, Madam; 
Ha! ha! I-gad the plays him nicely off. [Afi ; 
- Char. After this, one ſhould wonder at nothing! 
Nay, there are ſome Fools, I ſee, whoſe Vanity is ſo tal 
from heing offenſive, that they become diverting even 
to a Rival. .. 
Fran. Mr. Witling i is always entertaining, Madam. 


me all this while. Ha! ha! ha! [ Apart. 
Sar. Well, fure there never was ſo bright a Cox-i 
comb! Apart 
Wit. T-gad Pl humour him: Hal ha! 11 7285 
Char. By all means, you will make him fhine to 3 
Miracie. [_4part. 


Ws. Why then, periſh me, Tom, if ever I was ſo wel 


diverted at a French Comedy. [ Shakes his Hand Wi cor 


Fran. That may very well be, Sir; for Fools are apt Oc 


40 be fond of their own Parts. [Shakes Witling's Za |} 


Char. Ha! ha! | the 
Wit. Ay, ſo they are, the Devil take me; for, I ſee, 1 


there's no beating thee out of thine. tha 


4 


Fran. How fhould I be ont, when you play all the 1 
Scene yourſelf! I 

His. No, no, Tom, I only laugh all; but tis your Bi tak, 
Fart that makes me, Child You 
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Frau. Right! If you did not laugh, where the Devil 


ould the Jeſt be? 
Mit. Why then, you ſee, I do the Fool Juſtice, Tom, 


a! ha! 
if Aba Ay, the Devil take me, doſt thou; I never ſaw 
in better ated, 

i.. Ay! but you don't know, my Dear, that to 
lake a Coxcomb ſhine, require a little more Wit than 
ou art aware of. 

£ Fran. I know that. he, who has leaſt Wit of us two, 
as enough to do that, my Dear. 

Wit. Ay! that is when a Coxcomb ſhews himſelf, Tom. 
Fran. Nay, in that I grant no Mortal can come up to thee. 

Mit. Hah! hah! hah! O! dear Rogue, I mult kiſs thee. 

Omnes, Ha! ha! ha! 
Enter Lach Wrangle. 

Lady Vrang. Your Servant, your N good Peo- 
rie: Whenee all this mighty Mirth, = 

i.. O! Madam, here has been h a Scene! ſuch 
it and Dafh upon one another: in ſhort, ſuch Bright- 
o' both ſides, the Full Moon, in a froſty Night, never 
came up to it. 

Char. I muſt needs ſay, I never ſaw Mr. Witling ſhine 
ſo before. 

Fran. No, Madam? why, he always talks like 2 
Lunatic, e may judge by his Sim lies. 8 

Mit. Ah! poor Tom / — Wit indeed, is like the 
Light of the Moon, none of thy own: If 1 don't miſtake, 
my Dear, I was forced to ſhine en before thou 
wert able to make one Reflection. 

Fran. There you are once in the right; for 1 Grtainly 
could not have laugh d, if you had not given me a Wer 
Occaſion. 

Wit. Ah! but the Cream of the Jeſt is, Tom, that at 
the ſame Time I really gave thee no Occaſion at all. 

Fran. Right again, my Dear; for your not knowing 
that, is the only Jeſt that's worth laughing at. 

Beth. Ha! ha! ha! 

Lady Vrang. This muſt be ſome 8 Mif- 
take indeed; for J have no Notion that Mr. Frankly and 
you can have Reaſon to laugh upon the ſame Occaſion. 
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Wit. Why, Faith! the Occaſion is a little extraordi. 6 
nary; for you muſt know, Madam, that honeſt Tom and] © 


I here, are both going to be married to this Lady. 

Lady Wrang. Both! 

Wit. Ay, both Madam, for, it ſeems, ſhe has nol 
3 able to convince . that either of us muſt go with. 1 
out her. | 1 ; 

Lady Wrang. That's ſo like Mr. F ranily*'s Vanity, 3 
that can't think Ris Miſtreſs loſt, tho' he ſees her jul 
falling into the Arms of his Rival. 4 

Fran. My Vanity and yours, Madam, are much upon 
a foot ; tho' I think you happened to be firſt cured of ii 

Lady Wrang. What do you mean, Sir? 

Fran. That by this time you are convinced I W. 
never in love with your Ladyſhip. 

Lady Wrang. I am convinced that a very little Tron 
ble would have made you ſo. 

Fran. It muſt have been a good deal more than it cal . 
me, to make you believe ſo. 

Lady Wrang. If you have ſtill Hopes of marrying | 
Charlotte, Sir, I don't wonder at your bee any 
1 Ha! ha! ha! | n 

Fran. Laugh when you ſee me deſpair, Madam. 

Lady Wrang. I need not ſtay for that, your Hope | 
ridiculous enough; and I laugh becauſe you can't ſee. 5 

Fran. Ves, yes, I can ſee, Madam; I have ſeen alf 
this Day what 'tis you drive at: In ſhort, Madam, you. 
have no mind that either of Sir Gilbert“: Daughten | 
ſhould marry; becauſe if they die Maids, you have ſe on 
cured the Chance of ſucceeding to their Fortunes. f t 
Lady Wrang. Ay, do make the World believe that la. 
if you can; Perſuade Mr. Witling that I have no mine 1 
Charlotte ſhould marry him. f 

Fran. What Mr. Witling thinks, is out of the Quel 
tion, Madam; but you are ſure that ſhe never deſigns u 
-marry him; ſo that your ſetting up his Pretenſions » 
not with the leaſt View of doing him good, but of doing: . 
me harm; or rather, that while you manage the Diſput]Mf ©; 
well on both ſides, neither of us may have her. 
Lady Wrang. He has gueſs'd the Secret; but tha 
mall not hinder my Proceeding. You are in the rigit 
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= hope as long as you can, Sir; but I preſume you 
=:'t do it from my Friendſhip, nor Mr. Vrangle's Con- 
t, or CHarlotte's Inclination. 
ST 7. Be what it will, Madam, it has a better Foun- 
tion, than your Hope of ſucceeding either to her's or 
ris Fortune: For, ſhall I tell you another Secret, 
. adam? Sophronia is going to be married to Granger; 
chat you are equally like to be diſappointed there too. 
Lady rang. Sophronia married! 
Fran. Ay, ay, married, married, Madam; wedded, 
edded, made a mere Wife of: tis not half an Hour 
Woo ſince I ſaw her ſink, and melt into his Boſom, with 
che yielding Fondneſs of a Milk-maid. 
Lady Wrang. Sophronia do this? | - 
Fran. Sophronia, Madam; nay, Sir Gilbert was at the 
Ame time, a ſecret Witneſs of all; and was glad, glad 
fit, Madam: and to my certain Knowledge, reſolves, 
hat Granger ſhall marry her inſtantly: And fo, Madam, 
Il that fantaſtic Fort Philoſophy, that you have been 
WD uilding in her Brains for ſeven Years together, is (with 
ne honeſt attack of mere Fleſh and Blood) fairly demo- 
ſhed and brought to nothing.. 
Lady rang. I'll not believe it; I know your Ears 
leceiv*d you; he might perhaps tranſport her, but never 
o a ſenſual Thought. =. 
Fran. Oons! Madam, I tell you, I heard and ſaw it 
l; myſelf ſaw her ſighing, bluſhing, panting in his 
\rms, with mortal, ſenſual, amorous Defire: All her 
omantic Pride reduced, and humbled to the Obedience 
ff that univerſal Monarch of Mankind, Love, Madam 
plain, naked, natural Love, Love, Madam. | 
Lady Mrang. I am confounded! If this be true, his 
Triumph is inſupportable. [Afde] Ha! what do I ſee! 
Enter Granger leading Sophronia. 
Fran, Dear Granger, I congratulate thy Happineſs ! 
Gran, My Happineſs indeed! for till I was victorious, . 
knew not half the Value of my Conqueſt. 
Fran. [To Soph.] Give me then leave to hope, Ma- 
dam, that our former Difference is forgot; ſince the 
more elevated Paſſion of my Friend has now convinc'd 


me of my own Unworthineſs. 
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»$oph. I cannot difavow my tendereſt Senſe of Cranger $ 
Merit, give it what Name you pleaſe; I own tis ſome- 
ray. Quad neguco dicere, & ſentio tantum: But 

oud that Love alone, unaſflifted by Philoſophy, WW 

pas never have ſubdu'd me. 5 
Lady rang. Is is poſſible! 

By your Leave, Madam. 

| [ She breaks through the Company and takes Soph. apart, 

Fran. Heyday! what's to do now? 
Gran. O Frankly! I have ſuch a melting. 

Scene to tell thee! 

Fran. You may ſpare yourſelf the Trouble, 5 
Sir Gilbert and I overheard every Word of it—— HA. 
But I allow you an Artiſt. 6 

Gran. Was it not very whimſical? 

Fran. 'Huſh! 

Lady i rang. [To Soph.] Look in my Face kan upon 
me. 

Soph. Why that ſevere Look, Madam? 

Lady rang. To make you bluſh at your Apoſtaſy, 

Soph. Converts to Truth are no Apoſtates, Madam. 

Lady rang. Is this your Self-denial! This your 
Diſtaſte of odious Man ? 

Seph. Madam, I have conſidered well my Female 
State, and am now a Proſelyte to that Philoſophy, which 


fays, 


Nature makes mt in vain. 


F 97 Lady Vrang. What's then become of your Platoni 
ſtem. 

” Soph. Diſſolved, evaporated, impracticable, and falla- 
cious all: You'll own Thave laboured in the Experiment, 
but found at laft, .that to try Goldin a Crucible of Vir- 
gin-Wax, was a mere Female Folly. 

Lady Y rang. But how durſt you, Madam, entertain 
a Thought of Marriage without acquainting me ? 

Soph. Madam, I am now under this Gentleman's Pro- 
tection; and from henceforth, think my Actions only 
cognizable to him. | 

ady Wrang. Very fine! 

Fran. Ay, ay, Madam, tis but fretting your Spleen 

to no purpoſe; you have no Right to diſpoſe of either of 


2 2 
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nose Ladies: Sir Gilberr's Conſent is what we depend 
WE upon; and as far as that can go, we ſhall make bold to 


inſiſt upon them both, Madam; and ſo you may as well 


5 put your Paftion in your Pocket, Madam. 


Lady Mrang. Inſupportable! [Welli in Anger. 
Vit. Ha! ha! well ſaid Tommy! What, art thou 


WE crack'd-brain'd fill, my Dear? How the Devil didſt thou 
come by Sir G:i/Ps Conſent! What! he has not mort- 
We 020'd it twice over, has he? but if he has, with all my 
Heart; I fancy we ſhall find a way to make his firſt 


Deed ſtand good however; and that, I am ſure, I have 
here ſafe in my Pocket, Child. | 

Fran. O that ſhall be try'd prefently, Sir; and here 

he comes with the Lawyer for the Purpoſe. $49 
Enter Sir Gilbert, with a Lawyer. 


Lady VFrang. Mr. Wrangh, what do you mean by 


W this Uſage? How dare you affront me thus? 


Sir Gib. J affront you, my Lady. 

Lady Wrang. Ay, Sir, by bringing theſe Royſters here, 
to inſult me in my own Family. 

Sir C= Frankly—ſtand by me. 

Gran. Royſters! Madam. | 

Lady Wrang. Sir, I am not ſpeaking to you—l ſay 
Mr. Wrangle, how dare you do this? * 

Sir Gi/b, Do, Madam! I don't do any thing, not I; 


if the Gentlemen have done any Harm, you had beſt 


talk to them; I believe they have both Tongues in their 
Heads, and will be able to anſwer you. 
Fran. Ay, ay, Madam, if you have received any In- 


Jury from either of us, we are the proper Perſons to talk 


with you. 
Lady rang. What! will you ſtand by, and tamely 
ſee me abus'd in my own Houſe? | | 
Sir Gelb, Odzines, Madam, don't abuſe yourſelf; the 
Gentlemen are civil Gentlemen, and Men of 'Honour ; 


but if you don't know how to behave yourſelf to them, 


that's none of their Fault. 
Lady Wrang. Prodigious ! behave myſelf ! do :you 

pretend to teach me, you rude illiterate Monſter ?- | 
Sir Git. Hold her faſt, pray, Gentlemen. 


| 
| 
} 


have I not your Contract here in my Hand, Sir Gilbert! 
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Gran. ¶ Interpoſing] Come, come, be compoſed, Ma- 
dam, conſider how theſe violent Emotions diſhonour 
your Philoſophy. _ k 
Sir Gs. Ay, Madam, if you are a Philoſopher now 
let me ſee a Sample of it. | 
Lady Wran. Yes, Sir, I'll give you one Inſtance of it 
immediately; before you ſtir out of this Room, II 
make you do Juſtice to this Gentleman, Pll make you 
keep your Contract, Sir. | 
Sir Gil. Why, Madam, you need not be in a Paſſion WM 
about that; I don't deſign any other, I'll do him Juſtice 
immediately. 4 
Lady rang. Ol will you fo ?—come then, where; 
the Deed, fir ? > | | 7 
Wit. A hum! your humble Servant! how doſt thou 
do now, my little Tommy ? | = 
Fran. I'll tell you preſently, Sir. ” 
Wit. Ha! ha! Egad thou art reſolved to die hard, 
I find, „ 
Law. Here, Madam, this is the Deed; there 1; 
nothing wanting but the Blanks to be filled up with 
the Bridegroom's Name : Pray which is the Gentleman! 
Lady Wrang. Here, Sir, this is he put in Willian 
Witling, Eſq. | * 
Sir Gi1b. Hold, Madam, two Words to that Bargain, . 
that is not the Gentleman I have reſolved upon. 
Lady rang. Come, come, Mr. Vrangle, don't be a 
Fool I ſay. | 
Sir Gil. And pray, Madam, don't you pretend to be 
wiſer:than I am. 
Lady rang. What ſtupid Fetch have you got in your 
Head now ? 
Wit. Heyday ? what time of the Moon is this? Why 


Sir Gi. With all my Heart, make your beſt on't; 
Pl pay the Penalty, and what have you to ſay now! 
And ſo, Sir, [To the Lawyer] I ſay put me in Thom! 
Frankly, Eſq. 

Lady Fran. Mr. Wrangle! don't provoke me! do you 
know that the Penalty of your refuſing Mr. Witling, ö 
above ſix-and-twenty thouſand Pounds Difference, Sir! 
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Sir Cilb. Yes, Madam; but to let you ſee that I am 
ot the Fool you take me for, neither; there's that will 
ecure me againſt paying a Farthing of it. 
[ Sir Gilb. ſheaus a Bond. 

Lady Vrang. What do you mean ? x 

Sir Gilb. Why that this, Madam, is a Joint-Bond from 
ir. Granger and Franily, to indemnity me. from all 
demands, Coſts, and Conſequences of Mr. W/itling's 
*ontract. [Lady Wrang. peru/es the Bond. 
Char: Now, Mr. Vitling, you ſee upon What a ſhallow 
*oundation Frankly built all his Vanity and Aſſurance 
but, poor Man! he did not conſider it was ſtill in my 
Power to marry you, tho? you had no Contract at all 
vith my Father. | 

Nit. Right, my pretty Soul! I tuppoſe he thought 
he Merit and frank Air of this Bond, forſooth, would 
ave made you cock-ſure to him: but I'll let him fee 
reſently, that I know how to pay a handſome Compli- 
nent to a fair Lady, as well as himſelf; I-gad, I will 
Ite his Head off. | 


ich Char. Ay, do Mr. Miiling, you touch my Heart 
na" the very Thought of it. | 
* Nit. Ah! you charming Devil! 


Lady Wrang. [To Sir Gilb.] Is this then your Expe- 
tient? Is this your ſordid way of evading all Right 
nd Juſtice? Go! you vile ſcandal to the Board you 
it at; but you ſhall find that I have a ſuperior Senſe of 
lonour. And thus! thus! thus! I'M force you to be 
juſt. [Tears the Bend. 

Fran, Confuſion! | 

Sir Gi/b, Oons, Madam! what do you mean by this 
Outrage? | 

Lady rang. Now where's your Security? where is 
your vile Evaſion now, Sir? what Trick? what Shift 
have you now to ſave you ? OE 

Sir Gilb, Frantly ſtand by me. 

Fran. Was ever ſuch a Devil! | 

Gran, Fear nothing I'll warrant you come, 
Sir, don't be diſhearten'd, your Security ſhall be renew'd 
to your Content : Let the Lawyer draw it up this In- 
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ſtant, and I give my Word of Honour to ſign it over 
again before all this Company. 7% 
Sir G:1b. Say'ſt you ſo, my Lad, why then, odſheart. 
likins Frankly, ſtand by me. 
Fran. Generous Granger / | 
Lady Wrang. Let the Lawyer draw up any ſuch thing 
in my Houſe if he dares. 
1 Gran. Nay, then, Madam, I'Il ſee who dares molef 
im. AM 
Fran. I-gad, whoever does, ſhall have more than one 
to deal with. | 
Sir Gils. Well ſaid, ſtand your Ground——write 
away, Man. [To the Lawyer 
Char. Now, Mr. Willing. . A 
Vit. Nay, nay, if that's your Play, Gentlemen 
come, come, [I'll ſhew you a ſhorter Way to make auß 
End of this Matter—and to let you ſee you are all in 
the wrong Box, and that now I am ſecure of the Lady 
Inclination, I think it a Diſhonour to her Beauty wi 
make uſe of any other Advantage, than the naked 
Merit of her humble Servant. There, Sir Gilbert, there's 
your Contract back again, tear it, cancel it, or light“ 
your Pipe with it And Madam —— 
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[To Charlotte. 
Char. Ay, now, Mr. Vitling, you have made me then” 
happieſt Creature living ! and now Mr. Lawyer— | 
Wit. Ay now, Gentlemen 
Char. Put in Thomas Frankly, Eſq; 
Wit, Fire and Brimſtone ! 
Fran. Ay now, Mr. Witling— of 
Sir G:/b. Odſheart, in with him 
Lady Wrang. Come, come, Mr. Vrangl. 
Sir Gb. Oons, Wife, be quiet—— \ 
W 5 Wrang. Wife | what am I abus'd ! inſulted © 
en! ; 
Sir Gilb. Ah Charlotte, let me hug thee! and bur 
thee ! and bleſs thee to death! But here, Huſſy! here, ““ 
a Pair of Lips that will make better Work with thee ? ” 
Wit. Bit, by the Powers ! 
Char. Nay, don't fay that of me, Mr. Viiling; *twas i 
even all your own doing: for you can't reproach me 
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ith having once told you J ever loved, or liked you: 
ow then could you think of marrying me? 
Tit, Not reproach you, Madam? Oons and Death! 


id you not as good as 


Fran. Hold, Sir, when you ſpeak to my Wife, I muſt 
eg you to ſoften the Tone of your Voice a little. 
VI.. Heyday ! what a Pox, muſt not Loſers have 

zave to ſpeak neither? 

Fran. No, no, my dear Billy, thou art no Loſer at 
ll; for you have made your Call, you ſee and now 
Wave fairly had your Refuſal too. 

i.. Ha! ha! that's pleaſantly ſaid however, I-gad ! 
can't help laughing at a good Thing though, tho' I 

a half ready to han myſelf. | 

= Fra. Nay then, Witling, henceforth T'll allow thee 

Man of Parts, tho* at the ſame Time you muſt grant 

e, there are no Fools like your Wits : But ſince thou 

it Wit enough to laugh at thyſelf, I think nobody elſe 

Neght to do it. | 
Wit. Why then, dear Tom, I give you Joy: for to 


che Truth, I believe I was a little over-hatty in this 


atter: But, as thou ſay'ſt, he that has not Wit enough 
o find himſelf ſometimes a Fool, is in danger of being 
'ool enough, to have nobody think him a Wit but 


inmſelf. 


Fran. [To Lady Vrang.] And now, Madam, were it 
Put poſſible to deſerve your Pardon. 

Lady Wrang. I fee you know my Weakneſ 
dubmiſſion muſt prevail upon a generous Nature —1 
orgive you. 

Sir Gi/b, Why, that's well ſaid of all fides : And now 
ou are Part of my Family, Gentlemen, I'll tell you a 
decret that concerns your Fortunes Hark you 
n one Word ſell— ſell out as faſt as you can: 
or (among Friends) the Game's up——aſk no Queſ- 
ions but, I tell you, the Jeſt is over but 

loney down! (d'ye obſerve me) Money down! don't 
eddle for Time: for the Time's a coming, when tho: 
hat buy will not be able to pay; and ſo the Devil take 
We hindmoſt, and _—_— bleſs you all together. 
2 


100 The REFUSs AL: Or, 
Gran. And now, Sophronia, ſet. we forward. to the 
promis'd Land of Love. [1 


Soph. In vain, againſt the ob of IR 5 DT 
Would rigid Morals keep our Hearts in aaue; 
All our left Labours of the Brain but prove, 
In Life ivere's no Philoſophy like Love. 
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HE Time is come the Roman Bard foretold, 
A Brazen Year ſucceeds an Age of Geld; 

An Age— 

When ſpecious Books were opened for Undo 7 
And Engliſh Hands, in Crouds, ſubſcrib'd their Ruin. 
Some Months ago, whoever could ſuppoſe, 

A Gooſequil Race of Rulers ſhould bade reſe, 

T*have made the warlike Britons groan beneath their 
Bloaus? 


7 Hreigu Arms, or Civil Fars, unknown, 
77% trembling Miſcreants, by their Wiles have done. 
7 hus the fierce Lion, whom no Force could fail, 
By Village Curs is baited in the Toad. 
Forgive the Muſe then, if her Scenes avere laid 
Before your fair Paſſaſſions were betray'd; 
She took the flitting Form as Fame ther ran, 
While a Director ſeem d an hone/t Man : 
But ere foe from his prefent Form tn $4ke hin, 
What a huge gorging Manſter mu/? ſhe make him ? 
Hoau would his Paunch with golden Ruin favell ? 
Whole Families devouring at a Meal? 
What motley Humour in a Scene might flow, 
Were we thoſe Uptarts in their Arts io fhew ? 
When their high Betters at their Gates have waited, 
Aud all to beg the Favour to be cheated; 
Even that Fauour (or they're by Fame bely'd) 
To raiſe the Value of the Cheat, deny d. 
And while Sir John vas airing en his Prancere, 
He'as left his Cookmaid to give Peers their Anſfevers., 
Then Clerks in Berlins, purchas'd by their Cheats, 
That ſplaſh their walking Betters in the Streets. 
And while, by Fraud, their native Country's ſold, 
Cry, Drive, you Dog, and give your Horſes Gold: 
Even Jews no Bounds of Luxury refrain, | 
But boil their Chriſtian Hams in pure Champaign. 
Till then, the Guilty, that have caus d theſe Times, 
Feel a ſuperior Cenſure for their Crimes, | ; 
Let all, wvhe/e Wrong: the Face of Mirth can bear, 
Enjoy the Muſes Vengeance on them here. 
E 3 


Evils, that never yet beheld the Sur, } 
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May it pleaſe Your Majeſty, 
HE Engliſh Theatre throws itſelf, with this Play, 
; at Your MAJESTY's Feet, for Favour and Sup- 
ort. 
As their public Diverſions are a ſtrong Indication of 
the Genius of a People; the following Scenes are an 
Attempt to eſtabliſh ſuch, as are fit to entertain the Minds 
of a ſenſible Nation; and to wipe off that Aſperſion of 
Barbarity, which the Virtua among our Neighbours 
have ſometimes thrown upon our Taſte. ! 
The Provek'd Huſband, is, at leaſt, an Inſtance, that 
an-Fng/iþ Comedy may, to an unuſual Number of Days, 
bring many Thouſands of his Majeſty's good Subjects to- 
gether, to their Emolument and Delight, with Inno- 
cence, And however little Share of that Merit my un- 
equal Pen may pretend to, yet I hope the juſt Admirers 


of Sir John Vanbrugh will allow I have, at worſt, been a 


careful Guardian of his Orphan Muſe, by leading it in- 
to Your Majeſty's Royal Protection. 

The Deſign of this Play being chiefly to expole, and 
retorm the licentious Irregularities that, too often break 
in upon the Peace and Happineſs of the married State; 

here could ſo hazardous and unpopular an Under- 
taking be ſecure, but in the Protection of a PRINCESS, 
whoſe exemplary conjugal Virtues have given ſuch illuſ- 
trious Proof, of what ſublime Felicity that holy State is 
capable ? | 

And though a Crown 1s no certain Title to Content ; 
yet to the Honour of that inſtitution be it ſaid, the royal 
Harmony of Hearts that now. enchants us from the'T}.rone, 
» a Reproach to the frequent Diſquiet of theſe many in- 
tenfible Subjects about it, (who, from his Majeſty's pa- 
ternal Care of his People) have more leiſure to be hap- 
Py: And 'tis our QUEEN's peculiar Glory, that we 
often ſee her as eminently raiſed above. her Circle, in 
Private Happineſs, as in Dignity. N 
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DEDICATION. 


Vet Heaven, Mavan, that has placed You on ſuch 
Height, to be the more conſpicuous Pattern of your Sex, 
had ſtill left your Happineſs imperfe&, had it not given 
thoſe ineſtimable Treaſures of your Mind, and Perſon, 
to the only Prince on Earth, that. could have deſerved 
them: A Crown received from any, but the happy Mo- 
narch's Hand, who inveſted you with this, which You 
now adorn, had only ſeem'd the Work of Fortune But 
Thus beſtow'd, the World acknowledges it the due Re- 
w_ of PROVIDENCE, for one You once ſo gloriouſly re- 

ed. 

But as the Fame of ſuch elevated Virtue has lifted the 
prom Addreſſes of a whole Nation into Eloquence, the 


eſt repeated Eulogium on that Theme, are but Intru- "3 


fions on your Majeſty's greater Pleaſure of ſecretly deſerv. 
ing them. I therefore beg Leave to ſubſcribe myſelf, 
May it pleaſe Your MajzsTY, 
Your Majeſty's moſt devoted, 
moſt obedient, and 
moſt humble Servant, 


CoLLEY CIBBER. 
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AVING taken upon me in the Prologue to this 


N, | 
mv ; : | 
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3 Play, to give the Auditors ſome ſhort Account of 
chat Part of it which Sir John Vanbrugb left unfiniſhed, 
and not thinking it adviſeable, in that Place, to limit 
their Judgment by ſo high a Commendation as I thought 
it deſerv'd; I have therefore, for the Satisfaction of the 
Curious, printed the whole of what he wrote, ſeparately, 
under the ſingle Title he gave it, of A Journey to London, 
without preſuming to alter a Line. | 

Yet when I own, that in my laſt Converſation with 
him, (which chiefly turned npon what he had done to- 
wards a Comedy) he excus'd his not ſhewing it me, till 
he had reviewed it, confeſſing the Scenes were yet un- 
digeſted, too long, and irregular, particularly in the 
lower Characters, I have but one excuſe for publiſhing, 
what he never deſigned ſhould come into the World, as 
it then was, wiz. I had no other way of taking thoſe 
many Faults to myſelf, which may be juſtly found in my 
preſuming to finiſh it. | 

However, a judicious Reader will find in his Ori- 
ginal Papers, that the Characters are ſtrongly drawn, 
new, ſpirited, and natural, taken from ſenſible Obſer- 
vations on high and lower Life, and from a juſt Indigna- 
tion at the Follies in faſhion. All I could gather from 
him of what he intended in the Cataſtrophe, was, that 
the Conduct of his imaginary fine Lady had fo provoked 
him, that he deſign'd actually to have made her Huſ- 
band turn her out of his Doors. Bnt when his Perfor- 
mance came, after his deceaſe, to my Hands, I thought 
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8 To te READER _ 
ſuch violent Meaſures, however juſt they might be i; 


real Lite, were too ſevere for Comedy, and would want 


the proper Surpriſe, which 1s due to the End of a Play, 
Therefore with much ado (and *twas as much as I could 
do with Probability) I preſerv'd the Lady's Chaſtity, 
that the Senſe of her Errors might make a Reconciliation 


not impracticable; and I hope the Mitigation of her | 


Sentence has been ſince juſtified by its Succeſs. Pp 


My Inclination to preſerve as much as poſſible of Sir 


Fehn, JI ſoon ſaw had drawn his whole into an unuſual 
length; the Reader will therefore find here a Scene or 


two of the lower Humour, that were left out after the 
frit Day's Preſentation. | | 


The Favour the Town has ſhewn to the higher Cha- 


racters of this Play; is a Proof that their Taſte is not: | 


wholly vitiated, by the barbarous Entertainments that 


have been ſo expenſively ſet off to corrupt it: But, while. WM 
the Reception of the beſt old Plays is apt to give Satiety, 
and good new. ones {ſo ſcarce a Commodity, we muſt, 
not wonder, that the poor Actors are ſometimes forced to. 


trade in Traſh for a Livelihood. : 

I cannot yet take leave of the Reader; without en- 
deavouring to do Juſtice to thoſe principal Actors, who 
have fo evidently contributed to the Support of thus 


Comedy: And I with I could ſeparate the Praiſes due to 
them, from the ſecret Vanity of an Author: For all I 
can ſay will ſtill infinuate, that they could not have ſo. 
highly exceli'd, unleſs the Skill of the Writer had given, 
them proper Occaſion. However, as I,had rather ap- 


ar vain, than unthankful, Iwill venture to ſay of 


Mr. Wilks, that in the laſt Act, 1 never ſaw any Paſſion. 
take fo natural a Poſſeſſion of an Actor, or any Actor 


take ſo tender a Poſſeſſion of his Auditors ———— Mr. 


Mills too, is confeſſed by every Body, to have ſurpriz'd. 


But there 1s no 


them, by ſo far excelling himielt- 


doing Right to Mrs. Oldfield, without putting People in- 
Mind of what others, of great Merit, have wanted to 
— Tis not enough to ſay, ſhe Herr: 
Our-did her uſual Excellence. I muſt therefore jullly: 


come near her 


leave her to the conſtant Admiration of thoſe Spectators, 


who have the Pleaſure of living while ſhe is an A Kreſs. 
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y, as little more of ſo memorable an Actreſs, may give this 
play a Chance to be read, when the People of this Age 
„all be Anceſtors May it therefore give Emulation 
onto our Succeſſors of the Stage, to know, That to the 


ending of the Year 1727, a Cotemporary Comedian 
relates, that Mrs. Oldfeld was, then, in her higheſt Ex- 
cellence of Action, happy in all the rarely- found Requi- 


al ſites, that meet in one Perſon to complete them for the 
or Stage She was in Stature juſt riſing to that Height, 
he where the Grace/ul can only begin to ſhew itſelf; of a 

lively Aſpect, and a Command in her Mein, that like 
a- the principal Figure in the fineſt Paintings, firſt ſeizes, 
ot! and longeſt delights the Eye of the Spectators. Her 
at Voice was ſweet, ſtrong, piercing, and melodious : her 
le Pronunciation voluble, diſtin, and muſical; and her: 
y. Emphaſis always placed where the Spirit of the Senſe, 
iſt, in her Periods, only demanded 1t.. If She delighted more. 


in the Higher Comic, than in the 'Tragic Strain, *twas 


becauſe the laſt is too often written in a lofty diſregard” 
n- of Nature, But in Characters of modern practis'd Life, 


10 ſhe found Occafions to add the particular Air and 


is Manner which diſtinguiſhed the different Humours ſhe- 


to preſented. Whereas in Tragedy, the Manner of Speak- 


I. ning varies, as little, as the blank Verſe it is written in 
ſo. ——— She had one peculiar Happineſs from Nature, 
NY ſhe look'd and maintained the Agreeable at a Time, when 
p- other fne Women only raiſe Admirers by their Under- 
of ſtanding The Spectator was always as much in- 
Mn: formed by her Eyes, as her Elocution; for the Look is 
or the only Proof that an Actor rightly concetves what he 
7. utters, there being ſcarce an Inſtance, where the Eyes 
4 do their Part, that the Elocution is knowa to be faulty : 
10 The Qualities ſhe had acquired, were the Genteel and the 
in. Elegant. The one in her Air, and. the other in her 
0 Dreſs, never had her Equal on the Stage; and the 
12 Ornaments ſhe herſelf provided, (particularly in this 


y; Play) ſeemed in all Reſpects the Paraphernalia of a Wo- 


J, man of Quality. And of that Sort were the Characters 
1 Ine chiefly excelled in; but her natural good Senſe and 


at as this is not the only Time ſhe has been the Life" 
W of what I have given the Public, fo perhaps my ſaying 


To the READER. 


lively Turn of Converſation made her Way ſo eaſy to 

Ladies of the higheſt Rank, that it is a leſs Wonder, if 

on the Stage ſhe ſometimes was, what _ have be- 
apported. 


| come the ſineſt Woman in real Life to have 


Theatre- Royal, 


Jar 2. 3 
972i C. CIBBER. 
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ROL OG UE, 
; Spoken by Mr. WILKS. 


HIS Play took Birth from Principles of Trutb, 
| To make amends for Errors paſt, of Youth. 
= 4 Bard, that's now no more, in riper Days, © 
MN Conſcious review'd the Licence of his Plays : 
== 4nd tho Applauſe his wanton Muſe had fir , 
== Himſelf condemn'd what ſenſual Minds admir'd. 
At length, he oaun d, that Plays ſhould let you ſee 
= Not only, What you are, but ought to be ; 
= 7h Vice was natural, *twas never meant 
== 7 he Stage ſhould ſhew it, but for Puniſhment ! 
Warm with that Thought, his Muſe once more took Flamp 
Reſolv'd to bring licentious Life to ſhame. 
Such was the Piece his lateſt Pen defign'd, 
But left no Traces of his Plan behind. 
Luxuriant Scenes, unprun d, or half contriv'd; 
Yet, through the Maſs, his native Fire furviv'd : 
Reugh, as rich Ore in Mines, the Treaſure lay, 
Yet ftill *twwas rich, and forms, at length, a Play. 
In which the bold Compiler boaſts no Merit, 
But that his Pains have ſav'd your Scenes of Spirit, 
Not Scenes that would a noiſ Foy impart, 
But ſuch as huſh the Mind and warm the Heart. 
| From Praiſe of Hands no ſure Account he draws, - 
But fit Attention is fincere Applauſe : 
1f then ( for hard you'll own the Taſk) his Art 
Can to thoſe Embryon-Scenes new Life impart, 
The Living proudly would exclude his Lays, 
And to the bury'd Bard reſigns the Praiſe, 
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Diagatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Lord Noaunhy, of a regular Life, Mr. Wilks, 

Mr. Manly, an Admirer of Lady Grace, Mr. Mills, ſen, 

Sir Francis Wronghead, a Country | 
Gentieman, Mr. Cibber, ſen, 


x: Fam his Son, a. mere? Young Wetherelt, 
Count Baſe, a Gameſter, | Mr. Bridgwater, 


Jam Moody, Servant to Sir Francis, 8 
an honeſt Clown, Tr, Miller. 


WOM E N. 


Lady Foaunly, immoderate in her 
Purfuit of Fleafures, Jun. oi 
Lady Grace, Siſter to Lord Townly, 
of exemplary Virtue, 
Lady Wronghead, Wife to Sir Fran- 
cis, inclin'd to be a fine Lady, 
Miſs Jenny, her Daughter, pert and 
dope achter, p I Nr Meort, 
Mrs. Motherly, one that lets Lodgings, Mrs. Cres, . 
Myrtilla, her Neice, ſeduc' d by the Mrs. G 
Bt, F . Orace, 


Mrs. Tru/ty, Lady Townly s Woman, Mrs. Milli. 


7 Mrs. Porter, 


Maſqueraders, Conſtable, Servants, &c. 


The SCENE Lord Townly's Houſe, and ſometimes Sir 
- Francts's Lodgings, 


[3 Mrs. Thurmend, 


» 


| 
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K FF: 
SCENE, Lord Townly's Apartment. 
: Lord 'Townly ſolus. 
: V HY did I marry ! Was it not evident, my 


: plain, rational Scheme of Life, was impracti- 

cable, with a Woman of ſo different a Way of thinking? 

Is there one Article of it, that ſhe has not broke in 

WW upon?——Yes,—let me do her Juſtice——her Re- 

WF putation——That——lI have no reaſon to believe is in 

os Queſtion But then how long her profligate Courſe 
of Pleaſures may make her able to keep i. —is a 
ſhocking Queſtion | and her Preſumption while ſhe keeps 
i——inſupportable! for on the Pride of that ſingle 
Virtue ſhe ſeems to lay it down, as a fundamental Point, 
that the free Indulgence of every other Vice, this fertile 
Town affords, is the Birth-right Prerogative of a Wo- 
man of Quality—Amazing! that a Creature ſo warm 
in the purſuit of her Pleaſures, ſhould never caſt one 
Thought towards her Happineſs 'Fhus, while ſhe ad- 
mits no Lover, ſhe thinks it a greater Merit ſtill, in her 
Chaſtity not to care for her Huſband; and while ſhe 
herſelf is ſolacing in one continual Round of Cards and 
good Company, He, poor Wretch ! is left at large, to 
take Care of his own Contentment———"'Tis time, in- 
deed, forme Care were taken, and ſpeedily there ſhall 
be—Yet let me not be raſh—Perhaps this Diſappoint- 
ment of my Heart may make me too impatient ; and: 
ſome Tempers, when reproached, grow morę untractable. 
ere ſhe comes—Let me be calm awhile. 


114 De PROVOEK'D HusBanD; Or, 
Enter Lady Townly. 


cou out ſo ſoon after Dinner, Madam: » 
Lady Town, Lard, my Lord! what can I poſſibly do 
at home ? 1 

Lord Town. What does my Siſter, Lady Grace, do a 
home ? I 

Lady Town. Why, that is to me amazing! Have youll 
ever any Pleaſure at home ? 4 

Lord Town. It might be in your Power, Madam, I 

confeſs, to make it a fiele more comfortable to me. 
Lady Town. Comfortable! and fo, my good Lord, 
you would really have a Woman of my Rank and Spirit, 
ſtay at home to comfort her Huſband ! Lord! what No- 
tions of Life ſome Men have ? 1 

Lord Town. Don't you think, Madam, ſome Ladies 
Notions are full as extravagant ? 5 

Lady Town. Ves, my Lord, when the tame Dove: W 
hve coop'd within the Penn of your Precepts, 1 do think 
em prodigious indeed! 5 

Lord Town. And when they fly wild about this Town, 
Madam, pray what muſt the World think of em then? 

Lady Tes. Oh! this World is not ſo ill bred as to 
quarrel with any Woman for liking it. 

Lord Tows, Nor am I, Madam, a Huſband ſo well- 
bred, as to bear my Wife's being ſo fond of it; in ſhort, 
the Life you lead, Madam— 

Lady Town. Is, to me, the pleaſanteſt Life in the 


World. 
Lord Town. I ſhould not diſpute your Taſte Madam, 
if a Woman had a Right to pleaſe no body but herſelf. 
Lady Town. Why, whom would youthave her pleaſe! WM! 


ti 


0] 


Lord Town. Sometimes her Huſband. 0 
Lady Toxon. And don't you think a Huſband under Wit © 
the ſame Obligation? | — 
Lord Town. Certainly. E 


Lady Town, Why then we are agreed, my Lord— WF ' 
For if I never go abroad *till I am weary of being at 
home which you know is the Caſe——is it not 


equally reaſonable, not to come home till one's weary X 
of being abroad? | 


* 


A Journty t London. 115 


Lord Town. If this be your Rule of Life, Madam, 
tis time to aſk you one ſerious Queſtion ? 
Lady Town. Don't let it be long a coming then 
or I am in haſte. 
Lord Town. Madam, when I am ſerious, I expect a 
erious Anſwer. 
on Lady Town. Before I know the Queſtion ? 

Lord Town. Pſhah— Have I Power, Madam, to make 
ou ſerious by Intreaty ? 
Lady Town. You have.. | 
Lord Town. And you promiſe to anſwer me ſincerely ? 
Lady Town, Sincerely. 
Lord Toxwn. Now then, recolle& your Thoughts, and 
ell me ſeriouſly, why you married me? 

Lady Town. You inſiſt upon Truth, you ſay ? 
Lord Town. I think I have a right to it. 

= Lady Town. Why then, my Lord, to give you, at 
Wonce, a Proof of my Obedience and Sincerity I think— 
WE married—to take off that Reſtraint, that lay upon my: 
Pleaſures, while I was a fingle Woman. 
= Lord Town. How, Madam! is any Woman under leſs 

Reſtraint after Marriage, than before it? 

Lady Tawa. O my Lord! my Lord! they are quite 
different Creatures! Wives have infinite Liberties in 
| _ that would be terrible in an unmarried Woman to 

e. 
Lord Town. Name one. 
Lady Town, Fifty, if you pleaſe to begin then, 
in the Morning——A married Woman may have 
Men at her Toilet, invite them to Dinner, appoint 
them a Party, in a Stage Box at the Play; ingroſs the 
Converſation there, call em by their Chriſtian Names; 
talk louder than the Players; From- thence jaunt 
into the City take a frolickſome Supper at an {ndia 
Houſe——perhaps, in her Gaiet# de Cœur toaſt a pret- 
— W& Fellow Then clatter again to this End of the Town, 
at break, with the Morning, into an Aſſembly, crowdto- 
ot the Hazard Table, throw a familiar Jwant upon ſome 
ry WW ſharp lurching Man of Quality, and if he demands his. 
Money, turn it off with a loud Laugh, and cry=—- 
you'll owe it him, to vex him! ha!hal 


f 
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116 The PRovok'D HUSBAND; Or, 


Lord Town. Prodigious ! [A 
Lady Town. Theſe now, my Cord, are ſome few d 
che many modiſh Amuſements, that diſtinguiſh the Pr. 
vilege of a Wife, from that of a fingle Woman. 5 
Lord Town. Death! Madam, what Law has mad 
theſe Liberties leſs ſcandalous 1 in a Wife, than in an un. 
married Woman? | 22 
Lady Town, Why, the ſtrongeſt Law in the World 
Cuſtom—Cuſtom Time out of Mind, my Lord. 2 

Lord Town. Cuſtom, Madam, is the Law of mom 6: 
but it ſhall never govern me. * 

Lady Town. Nay then, my. Lord, is time bor me to 
obſerve the Laws of Prudence. ; 

Lord Town. I wiſh I could ſee an Inflance of it. ; 

Lady Town. You ſhalt have one this Moment, my 
Lord: For I think, when a Man begins to loſe his 
Femper at home, if a Woman has any Prudence, 1 
ee phe go abroad *till he comes to his Senſes Bl 
again, [ Going, 

Lord To Wn, Held, Madam— I am Me you ar: 
not more uneaſy at the Life you lead! You don't want 
Senſe! and yet ſeem void of all Humanity: For with a 
Bluſh Ifayit, I think Thave not wanted Love. k 

Lady = Ao Oh! don't ſay at, my Lord, if you 
ſuppoſe J have my Senſes? _ - | 

Lord Town. What is it 1 have done to you? what can 
you complain of? 

Lady Town. Oh! nothing in \ che leaſt: Tis vos you 
have heard me ſay, I have owed my Lord Larcher an 
Hundred Pounds theſe three Weeks but what then 
——a Huſband is not liable to his, Wife's Debts of 
Honour, you know,——and if a ſilly Woman will be 
uneaſy about Money ſhe can't be ſu'd for, what's that 
to him? as long as he loves her, to be ſure, ſhe.can have 
nothing to complain of.. 

„Lord Town. By Heaven, if my whole Fortune thrown 
into your Lap, could make you delight in the chearful Du- 
ties of a Wife, Iſhould think myſelfa Gainer by the Purchaſe. 

Lady Town. That is, my Lord, I might receive your 
vchole Eſtate, provided mo were Furs I wm not Ns es 
a Shilling. of it. | 


a 4 we 
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Lord Town. No, Madam ; were I Maſter of your 
cart, your Pleaſures would be mine; but different, as 
3 hey are, I'll feed even your Folhes to deſerve i. 
echaps you may have ſome other trifling Debts of Ho- 
our abroad, that keep you out of Humour at home 
at leaſt it ſhall not be my Fault, if I have not more of 
our Company—There, there's a Bill of Five Hundred 
and now, Madam— | 
Lady 7Tows. And now, my Lord, down to the Ground 
thank you Now am I convinc'd, were I weak 
nough to love this Man, I ſhould never get a fingle 
-uinea from him. [Alle. 
Lord Town. If it be no Offence, Madam 
Lady Town. Say what you pleaſe, my Lord; I am in 
lat Harmony of Spirits, 1t-1s impoſſible to put me out 
ki Wo! Humour. = 


cc Lord Town. How long in Reaſon then, do you think 


(6; Wt hat Sum ought to laſt you. tt 
mM Lady Town, Oh. my dear, dear Lord! now you 
ae have ſpoil'd all again! How is it poſſible I ſhould 
ant anſwer for an Event, that ſo utterly depends upon 
\ 8 fortune? But to ſhew you that I am more inclin'd to 
get Money, than to throw it away I have a ſtrong 
ou * offeffion, that with this five Hundred, I ſhall win five 
Thouſand. | | 
_s Lord Town, Madam, if you were to win ten thouſand 
it would be no Satisfaction to me. 
de Lady Town. O ! the Churl! ten thouſand! what! not 
an ſo much as wiſh I might win ten thouſand ! Ten 
en WT thouſand! O! the charming Sum | what infinite pretty 
of WT things might a Woman of Spirit do, with ten thouſand 
he Guineas ! O my Conſcience, if ſhe were a Woman of 
at true Spirit—ſhe—ſhe might loſe em all again. 
ve Lord Texwn. And I had rather it ſhould be fo, Ma- 
dam; provided 1 could be ſure, that were the laſt you 
n would loſe. . 
* Lady Town. Well, my Lord, to let you ſee I deſign 
F to play all the good Houſewife I can, I am now go- 
ur ing to a Party at Quadrille, only to piddle with a little 
d of it, at poor two Guineas a Fiſh, with the Dutcheſs of 


Quiteright, [Exit Lady Townly, 
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Lordſhip was at home. 


to his Company ? 
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Lord Town. Inſenſible Creature! neither Reproaches, Wi 
or Indulgence, Kindneſs, or Severity, can wake her 6 
the leaſt Reflection! Continual Licence has lull'd het 
into ſuch a Lethargy of Care, that ſhe ſpeaks of her 
Excefſes with the ſame eaſy Confidence, as if they were 
ſo many Virtues. What a Turn has her Head taken! 
— But how to cure it——I am afraid the Phyſica 
muſt be ftrong, that reaches her——Lenitives, I ſee, 
are to no Purpoſe——take my Friend's Opinion 
Manly will ſpeak / freely——my Siſter with 'Tendernei 
to both Sides. They know my Caſc—————['l! talk 
with em. Wl 

Enter a Servant. . = 

Serv, Mr. Many, my Lord, has ſent to know, if you 


Lord Town. They did not deny me? 
Serv. No, my Lord. a 
Lord Town. Very well; ſtep up to my Siſter, and ſay, 
I defire to ſpeak with her. 3 
Serv. Lady Grace is here, my Lord. [Exit Serv, 
Enter Lady Grace. | 5 
Lord Town. So, Lady fair; what pretty Weapons have 
you been killing your Time with? ; _ 
Lady Grace. A huge Folio, that has almoſt kill'd ne 
Il think I have half read my Eyes out. 5 
Lord Town. O! you ſhould not pore ſo much juſt af- 
ter Dinner, Child. | 
Lady Grace. That's true; but any Body's Thoughts 


are better than always one's own, you know, 
Lord Town, Whoſe there? 


Enter Servant. 
Leave Word at the Door, I am at home to no body but 
Mr. Manly. | 
Lady Grace. And why is he excepted, pray, my Lord? 
Lord Town, I hope, Madam, you have no Objection 


. „ ws ye 


Lady Grace. Your particular Orders, upon my being 
Here, look, indeed, as if you thought I had not. 
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Lord Town. And your Ladyſhip's Enquiry into the 


©, 

to WH caſon of thoſe Orders, ſhews, at leaſt, it was not a 
er Matter indifferent to you! 

aer Lady Grace. Lord! you make the oddeſt Conftruc- 
ere ions, Brother! | 

Lord Toro. Look you, my grave Lady Grace—in one 
lic erious Word—I wiſh you had him. 


lady Grace. I can't help that. 


ee, 
Lord Towz. Ha! you can't help it! Ha! ha! ha! 
cf: ne flat Simplicity of that Reply was admirable ? 

alk Lady Grace. Pooh! you teize one, Brother 


Lord Town. Come, I beg Pardon, Child=—this is 
ot a Point, I grant you, to trifle upon ; therefore I 
ope you'll give me leave to be ſerious. 

Lady Grace. If you defire it, Brother! though upon 
ny Word, as to Mr. Manly's having any ſerious Thoughts 
f mel know nothing of it. 

= Lord Town. Well there's nothing wrong, 
Wn your making a Doubt of it But in ſhort, I find, 
y his Converſation of late, that he has been lookin 
Pound the World for a Wife; and if you were to look 
ound the World for a Huſband, he's the firſt Man I 
ould give to you. | 

= Lady Grace. Then, whenever he makes me any Offer, 

Brother, I will certainly tell you of it. 
= Lord. Town. O! that's the laſt thing he'll do; he'll 
never make you any Offer, till he's pretty ſure it won't 

de refus'd. | 
Lady Grace. Now you make me curious. Pray! did 
he ever make an Offer of that kind to you? 

Lord Town, Not directly: but that imports nothing; 
he is a Man too well acquainted with the Female World, 
to be brought into a high Opinion of any one Woman, 
without ſome well-examined Proof of her Merit: Yet E 
have Reaſon to believe, that your good Senſe, your turn 

1 of Mind, and your way of Life, have brought him to ſo 
7 {favourable a one of you, rhat a few Days will reduce 
10% him to talk plainly to me: Which as yet (notwithſtand- 
| ng our Friendſhip) I have neitker declin'd, nor en- 
ing couraged him to. 
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Lady Grace. I am mighty glad we are ſo near, h 
our way of thinking: For to tell you the Truth heb 
much upon the ſame Terms with me: You know lM 
has a ſatyrical Turn; but never laſhes any Folly, with. 
out giving due Encomiums to its oppoſite Virtue : and 
upon ſuch Occaſions, he is ſometimes particular nM 
turning his Compliments upon me, which I don't 1 
ceive, with any reſerve, leſt he ſhould imagine I tak 
them to myſelf. | L 
Lord Town, You are right, Child: When a Man «il 
Senſe makes his Addreſſes, good Senſe may give hinM 
an Anſwer, without Scorn, or Coquettry. F- 
Lady Grace. Huſh! he's here— 


Enter Mr. Manly. 


Man. My Lord, your moſt obedient. 

Lord Town. Dear Manly yours 
to ſend to you. EET y 

Man. Then I am glad I am here, my Lord-— 
Lady :Grace, I kiſs your Hands! What, only youll 
two! How many Viſits may a Man make, before lM 
falls into ſuch unfaſhionable Company? A Brother an 
Siſter ſoberly fitting at home, when the whole Toun i 
a gadding ? I queſtion if there is ſo particular a T 
Tete yan, in the whole Pariſh of St. James's! | 

Lady Grace. Fy! fy! Mr. Manly; how cenſoriou 
you are ? | 

Man. I had not made the Reflection, Madam, but that 
I ſaw you an Exception to it Where's my Lady? 
Lord Town. That I believe is impoſſible to gueſs, 

Man. 'Then I won't try, my Lord— 

Lord Town. But *tis probable I may hear of her, by 
that time I have been four or five Hours in Bed. 

Man. Now, if that were my Caſe, I believe I ſhould 
—But I beg Pardon, my Lord. 

Lord Town. Indeed, Sir, you ſhall not: You wil 
oblige me, if you ſpeak out; for it was upon this Head, i 
I wanted to ſee you. 4 

Man. Why then, my Lord, ſince you oblige me to bli 
proceed If that were my Caſe I believe 1 ſhould cer- L 


I was thinkin 


tainly ſleep in another Houſe, * 


A Journey to LONDON. 121 


Lady Grace, How do you Mean ? 
Man. Only a Compliment, Madam. 
Lady Grace. A Compliment! 
== Mar. Yes, Madam, in rather turning myſelf out of 
Doors than 1 5 
WE Lady Grace. Don't you think, that would be going 
o far? | 
= Mar. I don't know but it might, Madam; for in 
Jia Juſtice, I think ſhe ought rather to go than I. 
Lady Grace. This is new Doctrine, Mr. Manly. 
== Mn. As old, Madam, as, Love, Honour, and Obey ! 
hen a Woman will top at nothing that's wrong, why 
ould a Man balance any thing that's right. 
Lady Grace, Bleſs me, but this is fomenting things 
= az. Fomentations, Madam, are ſometimes neceffa 
Fo diſpel Tumours : tho” I don't directly adviſe my Lord 
do this——This is only what, upon the ſame Provo- 
tion, I would do myſelf. 
Lady Grace. Ay! ay! You would do! Bachelors 
Pires, indeed, are finely govern'd. 
= Mar. If the married Mens were as well——T am apt 
A think we ſhould not ſee ſo many mutual Plagues 
aking the Air, in ſeparate Coaches 
Lady Grace, Well! but ſuppoſe it your own Caſe; 
rould you part with a Wife, — ſhe now and then 
ays out, in the beſt Company? | 
Lord Town. Well ſaid, Lady Grace! come, ſtand u 
or the Privilege of your Sex! This is like to be a warm 
debate! J ſhall edif. 5 8 
Man. Madam; I think a Wife after Midnight, has 
o Occaſion to be in better Company than her Huſband's; 
d that frequent unreaſonable Hours make the beſt 
ompany the worſt Company ſhe can fall into. 
Lady Grace. But if People of Condition are to keep 
ompany with one another; how is it poflible to be 
one unleſs one conforms to their Hours ? 
Man. I can't find, that any Woman's * Breeding 
bliges her to conform to other People's Vices. 
Lord Town. I doubt, Child, here we are got a little 
i the wrong fide of the b cg; * 
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Lady Grace. Why ſo my Lord? I can't think th 4 
Caſe fo bad, as Mr. Manly ſtates it——People of Quill 4 
lity are not ty'd down to the Rules of thole, who ha 


Man. No People, Madam, are above being ty'd col I 
to ſome Rules, that have Fortunes to loſe. 6 

Lady Grace. Pooh! I'm ſure, if you were to take mill 
ſide of the Argument, you would be able to ſay fone F 
thing more for it. 1 

Lord Tren. Well, what ſay you to that, Many? 

Man. Why, troth my Lord, I have ſomething to ſa q 

Lady Grace. Ay! that I ſhould be glad to hear nov Wl 

Lord Town. Out with it! 2 
Man. Then in one Word, this, my Lord, I have oe % 
thought that the Miſ-condu& of my Lady has, in i 
great Meaſure, been owng to your Lordſhip's Treat 
ment of her. J 

Lady Grace. Bleſs Oy 

Lord Town, My Treatment! 2 

Man. Ay, my Lord, you ſo idoliz'd her before Mi 
riage, that you even indulg'd her, like a Miſtreſs, af: 

In ſhort, you continu'd the Lover, when you ſhoul J 

hd taken up the Huſband. 

Lady Grace. O frightful! this is worſe than t olle | 
can a Huſband love a Wife too well ! 

Man. As eaſy, Madam, as a Wife may love her Half 
band too little. 

Lord Town, So! ou two are never like to agree, 
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find. L. 
Lady Grace Pon't be poſitive 8 Il am afri L. 
we are both of a: Mind, already. [ Aide.] And do ! 
at chis rate, ever hope to be married, Mr, Manly ? Ve 
Man. Never, Madam; till I can meet with a Wl Lc 
man' that likes my Docttine. A. 
Lady Grace. "Tis pity but your Miſtreſs ſhonld heari{'s : 
Man. Pity. me, Madam, when J marry the Womapgis t 
that won't hear it, Lo 
Lady Grace. I think, at leaſt, he can” t fax, that me . 
Alu 0 le 

01 


Man. And ſo, my Lord, by Ging her more Pont 
than was needful, ſhe has none where ſhe wants it; hat 
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cg ſach intire Poſſeſſion of you, ſhe is not Miſtreſs of 
erſelf! And, Mercy on us! how many fine Womens 
9c :ds have been turn'd upon the ſame Occafion ! 

Lord Town. O Manly! tis too true! there's the Source 
188 my Diſquiet ! ſhe knows, and has abus'd her Power! 

ay, 1 am ſtill fo weak (with ſhame I ſpeak it) *tis not 

Hour ago, that in the midſt of my Impatience— I 
ve her another Bill for Five Hundred to throw away. 
Man. Well— my Lord! to let you fee TI am ſometimes 
on the fide of Good-nature, I won't abſolutely blame 
So; for the greater your Indulgence, the more you 
ve to reproach her with. | 
= Lady Grace. Ay, Mr. Manly ! here now I begin to 
nme in with you: Who knows, my Lord, you may 
oe a good Account of your Kindneſs ! 

Max. That, I am afraid, we had not beſt depend 
on: But ſince you have had ſo much Patience, my 
rd, even go on with it a Day or two more; and upon 
r Ladyſhip's next Sally, be a little rounder in your 
xpoltulation ; if that don't work—drop her ſome cool 
nts of a determin'd Reformation, and leave her 
ould breakfaſt upon em. 

Lord Town. You are perfectly right! how valuable is 
Friend, in our Anxiety. ; 

Man. Therefore to divert that, my Lord, I beg, for 
e preſent, we may call another Cauſe, 

Lady Grace. Ay! for. Goodneſs fake let's have done 
th this. 

Lord Town, With all my Heart. 

Lady Grace. Have you no News abroad, Mr. Manly? 
Man. A propos =— I have fome, Madam; and I be- 
ve, my Lord, as extraordinary in its kind 
Lord Town. Pray let's have it. 

Man. Do you know, that your Country Neighbour, 
d my wiſe Kinſman, Sir Francis Wronghetd, is com- 
g to Town with his whole Family? 

Lord Town. The Fool! what can be his Buſineſs here? 
Man. Oh! of the laſt Importance, PH affare you 
o leſs than the Buſineſs of the Nation. 

Lord Tows, Explain ! 
F 2 
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Man. He has carried his Election againſt Sir 7h 
Waorthland. | N 
Lord Town. The deuce! what! for for 
Man. Lhe famous Borough of Guzzledown / 
Lord Town. A proper Repreſentative, indeed. 
Lady Grace. Pray, Mr. Mazly, don't I know him? 
Mau. You have din'd with him, Madam, when I wal 
laſt down with my Lord, at Bellmont. Z 
Lady Grace. Was not that he, that got a little merry 
before Dinner, and overſet the Tea-table, in making hu 
Compliments to my Lady. | 3 
Man. The ſame. * 
Lady Grace. Pray what are his Circumſtances ; IRk no 
but very little of him. | 3 
Man. Then he is worth your knowing, I can tell you, 
Madam. His Eſtate, if clear, I believe, might be 
good two thouſand Pounds a Year : Though as it wal 
left him, ſaddled with two Jointures, and two weighty 
Mortgages upon it, there is no ſaying what it is—BulliM 
that he might be ſure never to mend it, he married a pr 
fuſe young Huſly, for Love, without a Penny of Money 
Thus having, like his brave Anceſtors, provided Hein 
for the Family (for his Dove breeds like a tame Pigeon 
he now finds Children and Intereſt Money make ſuch 1M 
bawling about his Ears, that, at laſt, he has taken the 
friendly Advice of his Kinſman, the good Lord Da- 
lecourt, to run his Eſtate two thouſand Pounds mon 
in Debt, to put the whole Management of what's le 


into Paul Pillage's Hands, that he may be at leiſure him- : 
ſelf to retrieve his Affairs, by being a Parliament-Man. e“ 
Lord Town. A moſt admirable 1 indeed! 5 
Man. And with this politic Proſpect, he's now upon 
his Journey to London. | 7 
Lord Town. What can it end in? 15 
Man. Pooh! a Journey into the Country again. = 
Lord Town. Do you think he'll ſtir, ill his Money! du : 
ne; or atleaſt, till the Seſſion is over? i 4 F 
Man. If my Intelligence is right, my Lord, he wont -:. 
fit long enough to give his Vote for a Turnpike. 17 


Lord Teaun. How ſo? 
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Man. O!] a bitter Buſineſs! he had ſcarce a Vote, in 
he whole Town, beſide the Returning Officer: Sir John 
ill certainly have it heard at the Bar of the Houſe, and 
end him about his Buſineſs again. b 

Lord Town. Then he has made a fine Buſineſs of it, 
deed. 

Man. Which, as far as my little Intereſt will go, ſhall 
ee done in as few Days as poſſible. | X 
= Lady Grace. By why would you ruin the poor Gen- 
man's Fortune, Mr. Manly? 

Mas. No, Madam, I would only ſpoil his Project, to 
ere his Fortune. . 

= Lily Grace. How are you concern'd enough to do 
ither? | 

Man. Why I have ſome Obligations to the Fami- 
=, Madam: I enjoy at this Time a pretty Eſtate, which 
ir Francis was Heir at Law to: But—by his being a 
WS ooby, the laſt Will of an obſtinate old Uncle gave it 
come. 


Enter a Servant. 


= Srv. [Ze Man.] Sir, here's one of your Servants 
om your Houſe, defires to ſpeak with you. 
Man. Will you give him leave to come in, my Lord? 
= Lord Town, Sir———theCeremony'sof your owa 
king. | 
| Enter Manly's Servant. 

Man. Well, James what's the Matter now? 

James. Sir, here's John Moody's juſt come to Town : 
e ſays Sir Francis, and all the Family, will be here to- 
light, and is in a great Hurry to ſpeak with you. 

Man. Where is he ? 

James. At our Houſe, Sir: He has been gaping and 
tumping about the Streets, in his dirty Boots, and aſk- 
ng every one he meets, if they can tell him where he 
nay have a good Lodging for a Parliament-Man, *cill 
e can hire a handſome whole Houſe, fit for all his Fa- 
ly for the Winter. 

8 I am afraid, my Lord, I muſt wait upon Mr. 
loc. | 


2 


F 3 


Man. Ves, and when they have heard him, he vil 15 
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Lord Town. Pr'ythee! let's have him here; he vill 4 


divert us. 3 
Man. O, my Lord! he's fach a Cub! Not but bel A 
ſo near Common Senſe, that he paſſes for a Wit in 
F amily. 3 
Lady Grace. I beg of all things, we may have him: Laff 4 
in love with Nature, let her Dreſs be never fo homely! 
Man. Then deſire him to come hither James. I 
[ Exit. Jam, 
Lady Grace, Pray what may be Mr. Moody's Poſt ? Wi 
Man. Oh! his Maitre d Hötel, his Bates, his Balli 4 
his Hind, his Huntſman ; and ſometimes—————hiM 
Companion. I 
Lord Town. It runs in my Head, that the Momenſſ 3 
this Knight has ſet him down in the Houſe; he will ge 
up to give them the earlieſt Proof, of what ImportancM 
he is to the Public, in his own Country. 3 


— 


find, tat his utmoſt Importance ſtands valued at- 3 
ſometimes being invited to Dinner. 4 

Lady Grace. And her Ladyſhip, I ſuppoſe, will make : 
as conſiderable a Figure, in her Sphere too. f 

Man. That you may depend upon: For (if I don 
miſtake) ſhe has ten times more of the Jade in her, tha 
ſhe yet knows of: And ſhe will ſo improve in this ria 


* 
1 


Soil, in a Month, that ſhe will viſit all the Ladies th 
that will let her into their Houſes : And run in Debt 4 
all the Shop-keepers that will let her into their Books 14 
In ſhort, before her Important Spouſe has made fn 
Pounds, 'by his Eloquence, at We/minfter ; ſhe will hat * 
loſt five hundred at Dice and Quadrille, in the Pari ha 
St. 7ames's. 

1250 Town. So that, by that time he is declared un On 
duly elected, a ſwarm of Duns will be ready for thel 6 
Money; and his Worſhip—-will be ready for a Jail. N 

Man. Ves, yes, that 1 reckon will cloſe the Accoun 
of this hopeful Journey to London—-But ſee here come 
the Fore-horſe of the Team! Fg 

Enter John Moody. th 


Oh! Honeft John ! | 
Fehn Moody. Ad's waunds, and heart! Meaſter Manh: 
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m glad 1 ha' fun ye. Lawd! lawd! give me a buſs! 
ny that's friendly naw ! Fleſh! I thought we ſhould® 
erer ha' got hither ! Well! and how d'ye do Meaſter ? 
Good lack! I beg Pardon, for my Bawidneſs— 
did not fee, *at his Honour was here. 

== Lord Towr. Mr. Moody, your Servant: I am glad to 
e you in London. I hope all the good Family is well. 

7% Moody, Thanks be prais'd your Honour, they 
rc all in pretty good Heart; thof we have had a power 
of Croſſes upo' the Road. | 
Lady Grace. I hope my Lady has had no hart, Mr. 
Jody. 

2 Moody. Noa, and pleaſe your Ladyſhip, ſhe 
as never in better Humour: There's Money enough -. 
Stirring now. 

Mau. What has been the Matter, hn? 

_ 7: Moody. Why, we came up in fuch a Hurry, you 
mun think; that our Tackle was not fo tight as it 
WS ſhould be. 

Man. Come, tell us all——Pray how do they travel? 
Jan Moody. Why the awld Coach, Meaſter, and 
cauſe my Lady loves to do things handſom, to be ſure, 
= ec would have a Couple of Cart horſes clapt to th“ four 
old Geldings, that Neighbours might fee ſhe went up 
= to London in her Coach and Six! And fo Giles Foulter, 
che Plowman, rides Poſtilion! | | 
Man. Very well! The Journey ſets out as it ſhould 


do, [4/de.] What, do they bring all the Children with 
co them too? : 


John Moody. Noa, noa, only the younk Squoire, and 
Mis Jenny. The other Foive are all out at Board at 
half a Crown a Head, a Week, with John Groauſe at 
Smoke-Dunghill Farm. | 
Man, ood data ! a right Englih Academy for 
younger Children! 
2 Moody. Anon, Sir. [Not underſtanding him. 
ady Grace. Poor Souls! what will become of em? 
John Moody. Nay, nay, for that Matter, Madam, 
they are in very good Hands: Joan loves um as tho? 
they were all her own: For ſhe was Wet Nurſe to every 
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Mother's Babe of um Ay, ay, they'll ne'er wan 
For a Belly-Full there! iN 
Lady Grace. What Simplicity? 2 
Man. The Lud 'a Mercy upon all good Folks ! What 
Work will theſe People make! [Holding up bis Hand, 
Lord Town. And when do you expect them here, 70»! Wi 
John Moody. Why we were in hopes to a' come Yeſ. Wi 
terday, an' it had no' been, that th' owld Wheazebelly WW 
Hotſe tyr'd : And then we were ſo cruelly loaden, that WW: 
the two Fore-Wheels came craſh ! down at once, in Wi 
Waggon-Rut Lane, and there we loſt four Hours for 
we cou'd get things to rights again. A 
5 — So they bring all their Baggage with the Coach 
then? 1 
John Moody. Ay, ay, and good Store on't there i- 
Why, my Lady's Geer alone were as much as fill'd 
four Portmantel Trunks, beſide the great Deal-Box, 
that heavy Ralph and the Monkey fit upon behind. 's 
Lord Town, Lady Grace. and Man. Ha! ha! ha! Wl 
Lady Grace. Well, Mr. Moody, and pray how many Wi 
are they within the Coach ? = 
Fohn Moody. Why there's my Lady, and his Worſhip ; i 
and the younk Squoire, and Miſs Jenny, and the fat 
Lap-Dog, and my Lady's Maid, Mrs. Handy, and Doll 
Tripe the Cook, that's all Only Doll puked 2 
little with riding backward, ſo they hoiſted her into the. 
Coach-Box——And then her Stomach was eaſy. 
Lady Grace. Oh! I ſee em! I ſee em go by me. 
Ah! ha! [ Laughing, 
Fohn Moody. Then you mun think, Meaſter, there was 
ſome Stowage for the Belly, as well as the Back too; 
Children are apt to be famiſht upo' the Road; ſo we had 
ſuch Cargoas of Plump-Cake, and Baſkets of Tongues, 
and Biſcuits, and Cheeſe, and col'd Boil'd beef—And 
then, in caſe of Sickneſs, Bottles of Cherry Brandy, 
Plague water, Sack, Tent, and Strong Beer ſo plenty as 
made the owld Coach crack again! Mercy upon them 
and fend 'em all well to Town, I fay. 
Man. Ay! And well out on't again, John. 
\  Fohn Moody. Ods bud! Meaſter you're a wiſe Mon; 
and for that Matter, ſo am I Whoam's whoam, I ſay: 


hip 
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em ſure we ha' got but little Good, e'er fin' we turn'd 
ur Backs on't. Nothing but Miſchief! Some Devil's 
4 Trick or other plagued us, awth' Dey lung! Crack ! 
So: one thing: Bawnce ! goes another. Woa, ſays 
e. Then ſowſe! we are all ſet fait in a Slcugh, 
= haw ! cries Miſs | Scream go the Maids! and bawl, 
at as thof' they were ſtuck ! And fo Mercy on us! this 
as the Trade from Morning to Night. But my Lady 
aas in ſuch a murrain haſte to be here, that ſet out ſhe 
ould, thof' I told her, it was Childermas Day. 
Man. Theſe Ladies, theſe Ladies, Fobhn——— 
== 7: Moody. Ah, Meaſter ? I ha ſeen a little of em; 
Wag nd 1 find that the beſt when ſhe's mended, won't 
much Goodneſs to ſpare. | 
Lord Town. Well ſaid, John. Ha! ha! 
Man. B at leaſt, you and your good Woman 
gree ſtill. 
IJ 2 Moody. Ay! ay! much of a muchneſs. Bridget 
Wicks to me: 'Tho? as for her Gcadaeſs—why, ſhe was 
illing to come to Lo: din too But hawld a Bit! 
oa, noa, ſays I, there may be Miſchief enough done 
ithout you, 
op Why that was bravely ſpoken, John, and like 
an, 
John Moody. Ah, weaſt Heart, were Meaſter but hawf 
he Mon that I am Ods wookers l thof' he'll ſpeak 
awtly too ſometime: ———But then he conno' hawld 
WM———no! he conno' hawld it. 
Lord Town. Lady Grace, and Man. Ha! ha! ha! 
John Moody. Ods fleſh! But I mun hye me whoam ! 
WI Coach will be coming every Hour naw———— but 
leaſter charg'd me to find your Worſhip out; for he 
as hugey Buſineſs with you; and will certainly wait 
pon you, by that time he can put on a clean Neckcloth. 
Man. O Fehn ! I'll wait upon him. 
John Moody. Why you wonno' be fo kind, wull ye? 
Man. If you'll tell me where you lodge. 
John Moody. Juſt i'th' Street next to where your Wor- 
up dwells, the Sign of the Golden Ball——-It's Gold 
B82” 1 x 
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all over; where they ſell Ribbands and Flappets, and 
other ſort of Geer for Gentlewomen. 
Mau. A Milliner's ? 1 
John Moody. Ay, ay, one Mrs. Motherly : Waunds! 
ſhe has a Couple of clever Girls there ſtitching ith 
Fore-Room. 4A 
Man. Yes, yes, ſhe's a Woman of good Buſineſs, u 
doubt on*'t—Who recommended that Houle to you, Fob 
John Mocdy. The greateſt good Fortune in the W 
ſure! For as I was gaping about Streets, who ſhoul 
look out of the Window there, but the fine Gentlemar, 
that was always riding by our Coach Side, at 7: 
Races—-Count—-Baſe ; ay, that's he. 2 
Man. Baſſet ? Oh, I remember ? I know him by Sight. 
John Mocdy. Well! to be ſure, as civil a Gentleman, Wi 
to fee to "4 
Man. As any Sharper in Town. [4448 
 Fohn Moody. At York, he us'd to breakfaſt with nj 
Lady every Morning. 9 
Man. Yes, yes, and I ſuppoſe her Ladyſhip will ri 
turn his Compliment here in Town. [ 444.08 
John Moody, Well Meafter—— 3 
Lord Town. My Service to Sir Francis, and my Lad, 
cu. 
7 ady Grace. And mine, pray Mr. Moody. 7 p 
Jolm Mocdy. Ay, your Honours, they*ll be proud on, 
I dare ſay. = - 
Man. FI bring my Compliments myſelf : So, hone 
n. — > 
John Moody. Dear Meaſter Manly? the Goodneſs d 
Gocdnefs bleſs and preſerve you. f Exit John Moods. 
Lord Town. What a natural Creature *tis ! 

Lady Grace. Well! 1 can't but think Fohn, in a vil 
Afternoon in the Country, muſt be very good Companj 
Lord Tixvn. O! the Tramontane ! If this were know! 
at half the 2uadrille-Tables in Town, they would lM 

down their Cards to laugh at you. 

Lady Grace. And the Minute they took them up agb 
they would do the fame at the Loſers But to let yd 
ſee, that I think good Company may ſometimes wan 


C 
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Cards to keep them together, what think you, if we 

three fat ſoberly down, to kill an Hour at Ombre? 

Man. I ſhall be too hard for you, Madam. 

Lady Grace, No Matter! I ſhall have as much Advan- 
tage of my Lord, as you have of me. pare 

A ord Town. Say you fo, Madam? Have at you, 
oo then! Here! Get the Ombre-Table, and Cards. 
Y [ Exit Lord Townly. 
I know you don't 


Lady Grace. Come, Mr. Manly 
1 forgive me now! | 
rl Man. 1 don't know whether Lought to forgive your 
RE thinking fo, Madam. Where do you imagine I' could 
paß my Time ſo agreeably ? | y | 


Lady Grace. I'm ſorry my Lord is not here to take 
n ſhare of the Compliment——But he'll wonder what's 
become of us 1 2 | 
Man PI follow ina Moment, Madam . 
mg # | [ Exit Lady Grace. 


It maſt be ſo—She ſees J love her—yet with what un- 
offending Decency. ſhe avoids an Explanation? How 
amiable is every. Hour of her Conduct ? What a pile 
Opinion have I had of the whole Sex, for theſe ten 
Years paſt, which this ſenfible Creature has recover'd 
nin leſs than One? Such a Companion, fare, might com- 
* 71 0 all the irkſome Diſappointments, that Pride, 
a olly, and Falſhood ever gave me! . 
Could Women regulate, like her, their Lives, 
What Halcyon Days were in the Gift of Wives! | 
Vain Rovers, then, might envy what they hate; 
And only Fools would mock the married State, ¶ Exit. 


| 
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A : C T. a II. | "4 ke 
Vis. Motherly's Hat. 
Enter Count Baſſet and Mrs. Motherly. 

Count Baſ. T TELL you there is not ſuch. a Family in 
| England, for you! Do you think T would 
have gone ont of your Lodgings for any Bedy, that was, 
not ſure to make you eaſy for the Winter:? 


I 
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Meth. Nay, I ſee nothing againſt it, Sir, but the 
Gentleman's being a Parliament-Man; and when Peo- 
ple may, as it were, think one Impertinent, or be 
out of Humour, you know, when a Body comes to al: 
for one's own 5 | 5 

Count Baſ. Pſhah! Pr'ythee never trouble thy Head 
fis Pay is as good as the Bank! — Why, he has above 
two thouſand a Year! | | 5 

Merb. Alas-a-day! that's nothing: Your People of 
5 . e a Year, have ten thouſand things to do 
With it. | : 
Count B/. Nay, if you are afraid of being aut of you 
Money; what do you think of going a little with me, 
Mrs. Motherly? >  — | .-..- 

Moth. As how ? ” 

Count Baſ. Why I have a Game in my Hand, in 
which if you'll croup me, that is, help me to play it, 
you ſhall £2 five hundred to nothing. 

Moth, Say you fo ?f——Why then, I go, Sir——and 


now pray let's ſee your Game. . 5 
Caunt Ba/. Look you in one Word, my Cards lie thus 
When I was down this Summer at Terz, I happen'd 
Tia 


to lodge in the fame Houſe with this Knight's 
that's now coming to lodge with you. YN 
Meth. Did you fo, Sir? 
Count Ba/. And ſometimes had the Honour to Break- 
faſt, and paſs an idle Hour with her. 
"Moth. Very good; and here I ſuppoſe you would have 
the Impudence to Sup, and be buſy with her. 
Count Ba. Plhah ! pr'ythee hear me 
Meh. Is this your Game ? I would not give Sixpence 
for it! What, you have a Paſſion for her Pin-Money 
no, no, Country Ladies are not ſo fluſh of it! 
Count Ba. Nay, if yau won't have Patience 
Moth. One had need; have a good deal, I am ſure, 
to hear you talk at this rate! Is this your way of making 
my poor Niece Myrtilla eaſy > N 
Count Baſ. Death I I ſhall do it ſtill, if the Woman 
will but let me ſpeak 
. Moth. Had not you a letter from her this Morning! 
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Count Baſ. I have it here in my Pocket— this is it. 
[ Shews it and puts it up again. 
Moth. Ay, but J don't find you have made any An- 
ſwer to it. 
Count Baſ. How the Devil can I, if you won't hear me! 
Moth. What! hear you talk of another Woman ? 


Count Ba/. O lud! © lud! I tell you, P11 make her 


Fortune - Ounds! I'Il marry her. 

Moth. A likely matter ! "if you would not do it when 
ſhe was a Maid, your Stomach is not ſo ſharp ſet now, 
I preſume. 

Count Baſ. Hey day ! ! why your Head begins to turn 
my Dear! the Devil! you did not think I propos'd to 
marry her myſelf! 

Meth. If you don't, who the Devil do you think will 

marry her ? 

Count Baſ. Why, a Fool. 

Moth. Humph ! there may be Senſe in that | 

Count Baſ. Very good—One for tother then; if I 
can help her to a Huſband, why ſhould not you come 


into my Scheme of helping me to a Wife ? 


Meth. Your Pardon, Sir! ay! ay! in an honourable 
Affair, you know you may command me—-but pray 
where is this blefſed Wife and Huſband to be had! 

Count Ba, Now have a little Patience—You muſt 
know then, this Country Knight, and his Lady, bring 
up, in the Coach with them, their eldeſt Son and a 
Daughter, to teach-them to——waſh ew Faces, and 
turn their Toes out. 

Moth. Good! 

Count Baſ. The Son is an. unlick'd Whelp, about fix- 


teen, juſt taken from School; and begins to hanker after 


every Wench in the Family: the pres, (oat much of the 
lame Age, a pert forward Huſſy, who having eight thou- 
ſand Pound left her by an old doting Grandmother, ſeems 
to have a deviliſh Mind to be doing in her Way too. 

Meth, And your Defign is, to put her into Buſineſs 
for Life ? 

Count Baſ. Look you, in ſhort, Mrs. Motherly, we 
Gentlemen, whoſe occaſional Chariots roll, only, upon 


the four Aces, are liable ſometimes, you know, to have 


4 
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a Wheel out of Order: Which, I confefs; i is fo-much my 9 
Caſe at preſent, that my Dapple Grays are Jeong to 
a Pair of Ambling Chairmen: Now, if with your Af, 
 Gſtance, I can whip up this young Jade into a Hackney. 
Coach, I may chance, in a Day or two. after, to carry 
her in my own Chariot, en famille, to an Opera. Now 
what do you fay to me? | 
Math, Why, I ſhall not flee 70 thinking of it. 
But how will you prevent the mily 's ſmoking your 
Deſign ? ; 
Coe Bal. By renewing my Addreſſes. ta the Mother 
Meth. And how will the Daughter like that, think yo 
Count Baſ. Very well--whilſt it covers her own Aan. 
Mor h. That's true it muſt do but, as you fay, 
one for t'other Sir, I ſtick to that—if you don't do 
my Niece's Buſineſs with the Son, I'll blow you with the 
Daughter, depend upon't. 
- Count Ba/. It's a 8 as we g0, I tell you, and 
the five ed ſhall be ſtak'd, in a third Hand, 
Meth. That't honeſt—-But here comes my Niece! 
ſhall we let her into the Secret? 
Count Ba/. Time enough! may be, I may touch upon it. 


Enter Myrtilla. 


| Math, So Niece, are all the Rooms . out, and the | 
Beds ſheeted ? 

Myr. Yes, Madam, but Mr. Moody tells us the Lady 
always burns Wax, in her own Chamber, and we have 
none in the Houſe. | 
_ Meth. Odſo! then I muſt beg your Pardon, Count; 
this is a buſy Time you know. [Exit Mrs. Motherly. 

Count Ba/. Myrtilla ! how doſt thou do, Child ? 

. thr. As well as a loſing Gameſter can. 

Count Ba. Why, what have you loſt ? 

Myr. What! ſhall never recover; and what's worſe you 
that have won it, don't ſeem to be much the better for't. 

Count Ba/. Why Child, doſt thou ever ſee any body 
over-joy'd for winning a deep Stake, {ix Months after 
*tis over. 


Myr. Would I had never play'd — it! 
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Count Baſ. Pſhah! Hang theſe melancholy Thoughts! 


we may be Friends ſtill. 
Myr. Dull ones. 


Count Baſ. Uſeful ones perhaps——ſuppoſ I ſhould- 


help thee to a good Huſband ? 

Myr. I ſuppoſe you'll think any one good enough, 
that wil take me off o' your Hands. 

Count Baſ. What do you think of the young Country 
Gqaire, the Heir of the Family, that's coming to lodge 
here ? 

Myr. How ſhould I know what to think of him ? 

Count Baſ. Nay, I only give you the Hint, Child; 
it may be worth your while, at leaſt, to look about you— 
Hark! what Buſtle's that without. 


Enter Mrs Motherly * Aale. 


Moth. Sir! Sir! the Gentleman's Coach is at the 
Door ! they are all come ! 

Count Ba. What, already ? | 

Moth, They are juſt getting out won't you key 
and lead in my Lady? Do you be in the Way, Niece ! 
I muſt run and receive them. [Exit Mrs. Motherly. 

Count a And think of what I told you. [ Exit Count. 

Mr. Ay! ay! you have left me enough to think of 
as long as I live — a faithleſs Fellow! I am ſure, I 
have been true to him: and for that only Reaſon, he 
wants to be rid of me: But while Women are weak, 


Men will be Rogues! And for a Bane to both their Joys | 


and ours ; when our Vanity indulges them, in ſuch inno- 
cent Favours as make them adore us; we can never be 
well, *till we grant them the very one, that puts an 
end to their Devotion But here comes my. 1 
and the Company. | 


Mrs. Motherly returns, ſewing in Lady 88 
led by Count Baſſet. 


Moth. If your Ladyſhip pleaſes to walk into this Par- 
tour, Madam, only for the preſent, till your Servants 
have got all your Things in. 

_— Wrong. Well! dear Sir, this. is ſo infinitely 
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obliging ! I proteſt it gives me Pain tho', to turn 


you out of your Lodging thus ! 

Count Ba/. No Trouble in the leaſt, Madam; we 
fingle Fellows are ſoon mov'd ; beſides, Mrs. Motherly's 
my old Acquaintance, and I could not be her Hindrance, 

Moth. The Count is ſo well-bred, Madam, I dare ſay 
he would do a great deal more to accommodate your 
Ladyſhip. | 
Lady Wrong. O dear Madam! 
ſort of a Woman. [Apart to the Count. 

Count Ba/. O Madam, ſhe is very much among Peo- 
ple of Quality, ſhe is ſeldom without them in her Houſe, 

Lady Wrong. Are there a good many People of Quali- 
ty in this Street, Mrs. Motherly ? 

Moth. Now your Ladyſhip is here, Madam, I don't 
believe there is a Houſe without them. | | 

Lady Wrong. I am mighty glad of that: for really 1 
think People of Quality ſhould always live among one 
another. | | ALI 

CountBaſ. *Tis what one would chooſe indeed, Madam. 

Lady Vrong. Bleſs me! but where are the Children 
all this while ? 

Moth. Sir Francis, Madam, I believe is taking Care 
of them, 

Sir Fran. [within] John Moody ſtay you by the Coach, 
and fee all our Things out Come, Children. 

Moth. Here they are, Madam. 


Enter Sir Francis, *Squire Richard, and Miſs Jenny. 

Sir Fran. Well, Count! I mun fay it, this was koynd, 
indeed | 

Count Baſ. Sir Francis? give me leave to bid you 


 wekome to Zondon. 


Sir Fran. Pſhah! how doſt do, Mon——Waunds I'm 


 gladto ſee thee!—a good fort of a Houſe this! 


Count Ba/. Is not that Maſter Richard? | 

Sir Fran. Ey! Ey! that's young hopeful—why do'ſt 
not baw, Dick?  _ / | 

Squ. Rich. So I do, Feyther. | 

Count Ba/. Sir I'm glad to ſee you—l proteſt Mrs. 
Jane is grown ſo, I ſhould not have known her. 


A good well-bred | 4 
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Sir Fran. Come forward, Jenny. 
Jenny. Sure, Papa, do you think I don't know how 
to behave myſelf ? 
Count Ba/. If I have Permiſſion to approach her, Sir 
Francis. 
Jenny, Lord, Sir, I'm in ſucha frightful Pickle 
. en 
== Count Ba/. Ev'ry Dreſs that's proper muſt become 
= you, Madam,—you have been a long Journey. 
Fe. I hope you'll ſee me in a better to-morrow, Sir. 
[ Lady Wrong. whiſpers Mrs. Moth. pointing to Myrtilla. 
Mash. Only a Neice of mine, Madam, that lives with 
oe; ſhe will be proud to give your Ladyſhip any Aſ- 
iſtance in her Power. 
== Lady Wrong. A pretty ſort of a young Woman— 
enny, you two muſt be acquainted. | 
Fenn. O, Mamma! I am never ſtrange, in a ſtrange 
place! | [ Salutes Myrtilla. 
= My. You do me a great deal of Honour, Madam 
. 1 your Ladyſhip: welcome to London. 5 
Fenny. Mamma! I like her prodigiouſly; ſhe call'd 
me my Ladyſhip. | 28 & 7 G 
N Squ. Rich, Pray Mother, mayn't I be acquainted with 
ier too! n 13 N 
Lady Wrong. You! you Clown! ſtay *till you learn a 
ittle more Breeding firſt, | 7 
= vir Fran. Od's Heart, my Lady Wronghead! why do 
ou balk the Lad? how ſhould he ever learn Breeding, 
if he does not put himſelf forward? 
Squ. Rich, Why ay, Feyther, does Moather think at 
'd be uncivil to her ? | 
Myr. Mafter has ſo much Good-humour, Madam, he 
ould ſoon gain upon any Body. [ He kiſſes Myr. 
| Squ. Rich. Lo” you there, Moather; and you would 
but be quiet, ſhe and I ſhould do well enough. - 
Lady Wrong. Why, how now, Sirrah | Boys muſt not 
de ſo familiar. 1 i 
Squ. Rich, Why, 'an I know no body, haw the Mur- 
ram mun I paſs my Time here, in a ſtrange Place? Naw 
'ou and I, and Siſter, forſooth, ſometimes, in an After- 
noon, may play at One and thirty Bone-Ace, purely. 
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enny. Speak far yourfelf, Sir! D'ye think PI! play at 
fach clowni 


Games ? 


Squ. Rich. Why and you woan't yo' may let it aloane; | 3 


then ſhe, and I, mayhap, will have a bawt at All- foun; 
without you, 

Sir Fran. Noa! noa! Dick, that won't do neither; 
you mun learn to make one at Ombre, here, Child. 
Mr. If Maſter pleaſes, I'Il ſhew it him. 

Squ. Rich. What! the Humber ! Hoy day! why does 
our River run to this Tawn, Feyther ? 

Sir Fran. Pooh! you filly Tony! Ombre is a Geam 
at Cards, that the better ſort of People play three toge- 
ther at. Ty 

Squ. Rich. Nay, the moare the merrier, I ſay ; but 
Siſter is always fo-croſs-grain'd—— 5 

Top: Lord! this Boy is enough to deaf People 
and one has really been ſtuff'd up in a Coach ſo long, 
that — Pray Madam — could not I get a little Powder for 
my Hair? 3 

Myr. If you pleaſe to come along with me, Madam. 

| [Exeunt Myr. and nm 

Squ. Rich. What has Siſter ta'en her away naw! meb 
PI go and have little geam with 'em. [Ex. after then. 

Lady Wrong. Well, Count, I hope you won't ſo far 
change your Lodgings, but you'll come, and be at home 
here ſometimes ? 

Sir Frau. Ay, ay! pr'ythee come and take a bit 0f 
$2444 with us, naw and tan, when thouh'ſt nowgit 
to do. 

Count Ba/. Well, Sir Francis, you ſhall find I'll make 
but very little Ceremony. x 
Sir Fran. Why ay naw, that's hearty? 

Moth. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to refreſh yourſelf, 
with a Diſh of Tea, after your Fatigue ? | think I have 

pretty good. 

Lady Wrong. If you pleaſe, Mrs. Motherly ;- but I be- 
heve we.had beſt have it above Stairs. 

Moth, Very well, Madam; it ſhall be ready immedi 
ately. | [Exit Mrs, Mother). 
Lady Vrong. Won't you walk up, Sir? 

Sir Fran. Moody ! | 
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Count Ba/. Shan't we ſtay for Sir Francis, Madam? 

Lady Wrong. Lard ! don't mind him! he will come if 
he likes it. | | | 

Sir Fran. Ay, ay! ne*er heed mel ha? things to look 
after, [Exeunt Lady Wrong. and Count Baſ. 


Enter John Moody, 


| John Mood. Did your Worſhip want muh. 

Sir Fran, Ay, is the Coach clear'd? and all our Things 
in? 
John Mood. Aw but a few Band-boxes, and the Nook 
that's left o'th*? Gooſe Poy—But a Plague on him, th" 
Monkey has gin us the ſlip, I think 
goon to ſee his Relations; for here looks to be a Power 
of um in this Tawn——but heavy Ralph is ſkawer'd 
after him. 

Sir Fran. Why, let him go to the Devil! no matter, 
and the Hawnds had had him a Month agoe——but 
I wiſh the Coach aud Horſes were got ſafe to th' Inn! 
This is a ſharp Tawn, we mun look about us here, 
John, therefore I would have you go alung with Roger, 
and fee that nobody runs away with them before Fey 
get to the Stable. | 

John Mood. Alas-a-day, Sir: I believe our awld Cattle 
won't yeaſily be run away with to-night—but howſom- 
dever, we'ft ta“ the beſt Care we can of um poor Sawls. 

Sir Fran, Well, well! make hafte then 

Moody goes out and returns. 

John Mood. Ods Fleſh, here's Meaſter Monly come to 
wait upo* your Worſhip ! | 

Sir Fran, Wheere is he? 8 

John Mood. Juſt coming in at Threſhold. 

Sir Fran. Then goa about your Buſineſs. [Ex. Mood. 


Euter Manly. 


Couſin Menly ! Sir, I am your very humble Servant. 
Man. T heard you were come, Sir Francis—and— 
Sir Fran, Odſheart! this was ſo kindly done of you naw. 
Man. I wiſh you may think it ſo, Couſin ! for I con- 
fels, I ſhould have been better pleas'd to have ſeen you 
in any other Place. 5 
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Sir Fran. How ſoa, Sir? 
Man. Nay, tis for your own ſake; I am not concern'd, 


Sir Fran. Look you, Couſin | thof I know you wiſh | 


me well ; yet I don't queſtion I ſhall give you ſuch 

weighty Reaſons for what I have done, that you will ſay, 

* this is the WINE Journey that ever I made in my 
ife. 

Man. I think it ought to be, Couſin ; for I believe, 
you will find it the moſt expenſive one—your Election 
did not coſt a Trifle, I ſuppoſe. 

Sir Fran. Why ay! it's true! That—that did lick a 
little; but if a Man's wiſe (and 1 han't fawn'd yet that 
I'm a Fool) there are ways, Couſin, to lick one's bell 
whole again. 

Man. Nay if you have the Secret. 

Sir Fran. Don't you be fearful, Couſin— you'll find 
that I know ſomething. 

Man, If it be any thing for your good, 1 thould be 
glad to know it too. | 

Sir Fran. In ſhoft then, I have a Friend in a Corner, 
that has let mea little into what's What, at * eftminſter, 
— that's one Thing. 

Man. Very well ! ! but what Good is that to Is you ? 
Sir Fran, Why not me, as much as it does other 
Folks ? 

Man. Other People, I doubt have the Advantage of 
different Qualifications. 

Sir Fran. Why ay | there's it naw ! you'll ſay that! 
have liv'd all my Days i'th' Country—what then 
I'm o'the 2uorum——l have been at Seffions, and I hare 
made Speeches there! ay, and at Veſtry too 
and may hap: they may find here, that I have 
brought my Tongue up to Tawn with me? D'ye take 
me naw ? 

Man. If I take your Caſe right, Couſin, J am afraid 
the firſt Occaſion you will have for your Eloquence here, 
will be, to ſhew that you have any Right to e Uſe 
of it at all. | 

Sir: Fran. How d'ye mean ? 

Man. That Sir John Worthland has lodg'd a Petition 
againſt you, 
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Sir Fran. Petition! why ay! there let it lie —-we'll 
find a way to deal with that, I warrant you ! why, 
you forget, Couſin, Sir Jobn's o'the wrung fide, Mon! 

Man. I doubt, Sir Francis, that will do you but little 
Service ; for in Caſes very notorious (which I take yours 
to be) there is ſuch a Thing as a ſhort Day, and diſ- 
patching them immediately. 


Sir Fran. With all my Heart ! the ſooner I ſend him 


home again the better. | 

Max. And this is the Scheme you have laid down, te 

repair your Fortune? 

| Sir Fran. In one word, Couſin, I think it my Duty! 

W the Vrengheads have been a conſiderable Family, ever 
| ſince England was England; and fince the World knows 

I have Talents where-withal ; they ſhan't ſay its my 

Fault, If I don't make as good a Figure as any that ever 

were at the Head on't. 

Man. Nay! this Project as you have laid it, will 
come up to any thing your Anceſtors have done theſe 
five hundred Years. | ; 

Sir Fran. And let me alone to work it! mayhap I 
hav'n't told you, all neither 

Man, You aftoniſh me! what! and is it full as practi- 
cable as what you have told me ! 
| Sir Fran. Ay, thof” I fay it——every whit, Couſin? 
you'll find that I have more Irons i'the Fire than one! IL 
doan't come of a Fool's Errand! $0 

Man. Very well. | | 

Sir Fran, In a Word, my Wife has got a Friend at 
Court, as well as myſelf, and her Dowghter Jenny is 
naw pretty well grown up 

Man. [ 4fde.]—And what in the Devil's Name would 
he do with the Dowdy ? | 


Sir Fran. Naw, if I doan't lay in for a Huſband for 


her, mayhap i'this 'Tawn, ſhe may be looking out for 
herſelf. 


Man. Not unlikely. 


Sir Fran. Therefore I have ſome Thoughts of getting 


her to be Maid of Honour. 
Man. Afide.) Oh! he has taken my Breath away! but 
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I muſt hear him out—-Pray, Sir Francis, do you think 
her Education has yet qualified her for a Court ? 

Sir Fran. Why, the Girl is a little too mettleſome, 
it's true! but ſhe has Tongue enough : She woan't be 
daſh't! Then ſhe ſhall learn to daunce forthwith, and 
that will ſoon teach her how to ſtond ſtill, you know, 

Man. Very well; but when ſhe is thus accompliſht, 
you muſt ſtill wait for a Vacancy. 

Sir Fran. Why I hope one has a good Chance for that 
every Day, Couſin! For if I take it right, that's a Poſt, 
that Folks are not more willing to get into, than they 
are to get out of—lIt's like an Orange-Tree, upon that 
accawnt——it will bear Bloſſoms, and Fruit that's ready 
to drop, at the ſame time. 

Man. Well, Sir, you beſt know how to make 
your Pretenſions! But pray where is my Lady, and my 
young Couſins ? I ſhould be glad to ſee them too. 

Sir Fran. She 1s but juſt taking a Diſh a Tea with the 
Count, and my Landlady Pl call her dawn. 

Man. No, no, if ſhe's engag'd, I ſhall call again. 

Sir Fran. Ods-heart! but you mun ſee her naw, 
Couſin ; what! the beſt Friend I have in the World! 
Here! Sweet-heart! [To @ Servant without.] 
pr'ythee defire my Lady, and the Gentleman to come 
down a bit ; tell her here's Couſin Manly come to wait 
upon her. 

Man. Pray, Sir, who may the Gentleman be ? 

Sir Fran. You mun know him to be ſure ; why it's 
Count Bayt. 

Man. Oh! is it he ?—Your Family will be infinitely 
happy in his Acquaintance. 

Sir Fran. Troth! I think fo too: He's the civileſt 
Man that ever I knew in my Life——why ! here he 
would go out of his own Lodgings, at an Hour's Warn- 
ing, purely to oblige my Family. Waſn't that kind naw! 

Man. Extremely civil=—the Family is in admirable 
Hands already ! 

Sir Fran. Then my Lady likes him hugely—all the 
Time of York Races, ſhe would never be without him. 


Man. That was happy iadeed ! and a prudent Man, 
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you know, ſhould always take care that his Wife may 


have innocent Company. 


Sir Fran, Why ay ! that's it ! and I think there could 
not be ſuch another! x 
Man. Why truly, for her purpoſe, I think not. 
Sir Fran. Only naw and tan, he—he ftonds a leetle 
too much upon Ceremony; that's his Fault. 
Man. O never fear! he'll mend that every Day —— 
Mercy on us! what a Head he has! | [ Hae. 
Sir Fran, So! here they come! | 


| 8 Enter Lady Wronghead, Count Baſſet, and Mrs. Motherly. 


Lady Wrong. Couſin Manly! this is infinitely oblig- 


: ing! I am extremely glad to ſee you. 


Man. Your moſt obedient Servant, Madam? I am glad 


to ſee your Ladyſhip look ſo well, after your Journey. 


Lady Wrong. Why really! coming to London is apt to 
put a little more Life in one's Looks. 

Man. Yet the way of living here 1s very apt to 
and give me leave to 
tell you as a Friend, Madam, you are come to the 
worſt Place in the World, for a good Woman to grow 
better 1n, 


Lady Wrong. Lord, Couſin! how ſhould People ever 


make any Figure in Life, that are always moap'd up in 


the Country ? | 

Count Baſ. Your Ladyſhip certainly takes the Thing 
in a quite right Light, Madam: Mr. Manly, your hum- 
ble Servant—a hem. 

Man. Familiar Puppy. [ A/4e.] Sir, your moſt obedi- 
ent=—-[ muſt be civil to the Raical, to cover my Suſ- 
picion of him. 4 [ Afeae. 

Count Baſ. Was you at Hhite's this Morning, Sir? 

Man. Yes, Sir, I juſt called in, 

Count Baſ. Pray - Nhat was there any thing done there? 

Man. Much as uſual, Sir; the ſame daily Carcaſes, 
and the ſame Crows about them. 1 

Count Ba The Demoivre-Baronet had a bloody 
Tumble yeſterdax. | 

Man. J hope, Sir, you had your Share of him. 

Count Ba/. No, faith! I came in when it was all 


aſ your Bleſſin 
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over I think I juſt made a couple of Bets with him, 

took up a cool hundred, and ſo went to the King's Arm; 
Lady Wrong. What a genteel, eaſy Manner he has! 

22 

Man. A very hopeful Acquaintance I have In 

here. : Aldi. 

Enter Squire Richard, wvith a abet brown Paper on his Face. 


Sir Fran. How naw, Dick! what's the matter with 
thy Forehead, Lad! 

Squ. Rich. Tha gotten a knuck upon't. 

Lady Wrong. And how did you come by it, you heed. 
leſs Creature ? 

Squ. Rich. Why, I was but running after Siſter, and 
t'other young Woman, into a little Room juſt naw; and 
ſo with that, they flapt the Door full in my Feace, and 
gave me ſuch a whurr here I thought they had beaten iſ 

| * Brains out? ſo I got a dab of wet brown Paper here, 
to ſwage it awhile. - 

Lady Wrong. They ſerv'd you right enough; will you 
never have done with your Horſe-play? 

Sir Frau. Pooh! never heed it Lad! it will be well 

by to-morrow—the Boy has a ſtrong Head! 

Man. Yes, truly, his Scull ſeems to be of a comforts- 
ble Thickneſs. Aſid. 

Sir Fran. Come, Dick, here's Couſin Many Sir, this 

is your God-Son. 
Lady Wrong. Oh! here's my Daughter too. 


Enter Miſs Jenny. che 


( 

Squ. Rich. Honour'd Gudfeyther! I crave leave to 001 

M 

Man. 'Thou Faſt 5 it Child and, if it will do thee * 
any good, may it be to make thee, at leaſt, as wiſea 

Man as thy Father. [ 

Lady Wrong. Miſs Jenny!“ don't yo ſee your Couſin, WM dou 

Child? 
Man. And as for thee, my p me Dea I Soluts 8 
her. bo ey thou be, at leaſt, as good a Woman, as thy W 7 
Mot 
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Jenny. I wiſh I may ever be fo handſom, Sir, 


ö 


1 ſhe will ſoon be Miſtreſs of. | 
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War. Hah! Miſs Pert! Now that's a Thought chat 
ſeems to have been hatcht in the Girl on this fide High- 


gate. [Alde. 


Sir Fran, Her Tongue is a little nimble, Sir. 

Lady Wrong. That's only from her Country Education, 
Sir Francis. You know ſhe has been kept too long 
there—ſo 1 brought her to London, Sir, to learn a little 
more Reſerve and Modeſty. 

Man. O, the beſt Place in the World for it—every 
Woman ſhe meets will teach her ſomething of it There's 
the good Gentlewoman of the Houſe, looks like a know- 


N ing Perſon; even ſhe perhaps will be ſo good as to ſhew 
W her a little London Behaviour. 


Meth. Alas, Sir, Miſs won't ſtand long in need of 
my Inſtruction. 

Man. That I dare ſay: What thou can'ſt teach her, 
[ A/rde. 

Moth. Tf ſhe does, Sir, they ſhall always be at her Ser- 
vice, 

Lady Wrong. Very obliging, indeed, Mrs. Motherly. 

Sir Fran, Very kind and civil, truly I think we 
are got into a mighty good Hawſe here. 

Man. O yes, and very friendly Company. 

Count Ba/. Humh ! I-gad I don't like his Looks 


he ſeems a little ſmoky—1 believe I had as good bruſh 


off—If I Ray, I don* know but he may aſk me ſome 
odd Queſtions. | | 

Man. Well, Sir, I believe you and I do but hinder 
the Family, 

Count Baſ. It's very true, Sir! was juſt thinking of 
going He don't care to leave me, I ſee: But it's no 
Matter, we have time enough. [4/de.] And fo, Ladies, 
without Ceremony, your humble Servant, — 

[ Exit Count Baſſet, and drops a Letter, 

Lady Wrong. Ha! what Paper's this? Some Billet- 
doux I'll lay my Life, but this is no Place to examine it. 

| ; [ Puts it in her Pocket. 

Sir Fran, Why in ſuch Haſte, Couſin ? 

Man. O! my Lady muſt have a great many Affairs 
upon her Hands, after ſuch a Journey, 
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be civil to him, for he has a deal of Money; and 10 


146 The PRovox'd HusBAND; Or, 


Lady Wrong. I believe, Sir, I ſhal! have not much leſ 
every Day, while I ſtay in this Tovn, of one fort or 
other. | 
Man. Why, truly, Ladies ſeldom want Employment 
here, Madam. | 

Jenny. And Mamma did not come to it to be idle, Sir, 

Man. Nor you neither, I dare ſay, my young Miſtreſs, 

Jenny. I hope not, Sir. bs 

Man. Ha! Miſs Mettle Where are you going, Sir! 

Sir Fran. Only to ſee you to the Door, Sir. | 

Man. Oh! Sir Francis, I love to come and go, with. 
out Ceremony. 3 

Sir Fran. Nay, Sir, I muſt do as you would have me- 
your humble Servant. 4 [Exit Manly, 

Jenny. This Couſin Manly, Papa, ſeems to be but H i. 
an odd fort of a cruſty Humour——1 don't like him half 
ſo well as the Count. x 
Sir Fran. Pooh! that's another thing, Child - Con- 
ſin is a little proud indeed! but however you muſt always 


ET. 32 


body knows who he may give it to. E 
Lady Wrong. Pſhah! a Fig for his Money, you har! 
ſo many Projects of late about Money, ſince you are 
Parhament-Man: What! we muſt make ourſelves' Slave 
to his impertinent Humours, eight or ten Years perhaps, # 
in hopes to be his Heirs, and then he will be juſt old HH: 
enough to marry his Maid. Da 
Moth. Nay, for that matter, Madam, the Town ſay ter 
he is going to be married already. | 33 
Sir Fran. Who? Couſin Many? M 
Lady Wrong. To whom, pray ? hin 
Moth. Why! is it poſſible your Ladyſhip ſhould knov 
nothing of it to my Lord Townly's Siſter, Lady Gram. 
Lady Wrong. Lady Grace? 
Mob. Dear Madam, it has been in the News-Papers! 
Lady Wrong. I don't like that neither. 
Sir Fran. Naw, I do; for then it's likely it may'nt be 
true. | 
Lady Wrong. [ Aſide.] If it is not too far gone; at lea 
it may be worth one's while to throw a rub in his way. 
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Squ. Rich. Pray, Feyther, haw lung will it be to 


Sir Fran. Odſo! that's true! ſtep to the Cook, Lad, 
and aſk what ſhe can get us? | 

Meth. If you pleaſe, Sir, ll order one of my Maids 
to ſhew her where ſhe may have any Thing you have a 
mind to, 

Sir Fran. Thank you kindly, Mrs. Motherly. 

Squ. Rich. Ods-fleſh ! what is it not the Hawſe yet 
I ſhall be famiſht—but howld ! I'll go and aſk Doll an 
there's none o'the Gooſe Poy left. | 

Sir Fran. Do ſo; and doſt hear, Dickm-——ſee if 
there's e'er a Bottle o'th” ſtrong Beer that came i'th' 


| W Coach with us—if there be, clap a Toaſt in it, and bring 


it up. | 
Squ. Rich. With a little Nutmeg and Sugar, ſhawn't 


TC I Feyther ? 


Sir Fran, Ay, ay! as thee and I always drink it for 
Breakfalt—Go thy Ways !—and I'll fill a Pipe i'th' 
mean while. [ T akes one from a Pocket-Caſe and fills it. 

[ Exit Squ. Rich. 


oY Lady fg © This Boy is always thinking of his Belly! 


Sir Fran. Why, my Dear, you may allow him to be a 
little hungry after his Journey. | | 
Lady Wrong. Nay, een breed him your own way 


He has been cramming in or out of the Coach all this 


Day, I am ſure—I wiſh my poor Girl could eat a quar- 


ter as much. 


Jenny. O as for that I could eat a great deal more, 
Mamma; but then, mayhap, I ſhould grow Coarſe, like 
him, and ſpoil my ſhape. | 

Lady Wrong. Ay, ſo thou would my Dear. 

Enter Squire Richard, with a full Tankard. 

Squ. Rich. Here, Feyther, I ha? browght. it it's 
well I went as J did; for our Doll had juſt bak'd a Toaſt, 
and was going to drink it herſelf. 5 

Sir Fran. Why then, here's to thee, Dick / [Driznks. 

Squ. Rich. Thonk yow, Feyther. 

Lady Wrong. Lord! * Francis! I wonder you can 

3 2 8 
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encourage the Boy to ſwill ſo much of that lubberly 
 Liquor——it's enough to make him quite ſtupid, 
Sgqu. Rich, Why it never hurts me, Mother; and [ 
| ſleep like a Hawnd after it. [ Drinks, 
Sir Fran, I am ſure I ha' drunk it theſe thirty Year, 
and by your leave, Madam, I don't know that I want 
Wit: Ha! ha! | * 
Fienny. But you might have had a great deal more, 
Papa, if you would have been governed by my Mother. 

Sir Fran. Daughter he that is govern'd by his Wife, 
has no Wit at all. | 

Jenny. Then I hope I ſhall marry a Fool, Sir; for! 
love to govern dearly. 

Sir Fran, You are too pert, Child; it don't do well in 
a young Woman. 

Lady Wrong. Pray, Sir Francis, don't ſnub her; ſhe 
has a fine growing Spirit, and if you check her ſo, you 
will make her as dull as her Brother there. 

Squ. Rich. After a long Draught.) Indeed, Mother, 
T think my Siſter is too forward. 

Jenny. You! you think I'm too forward! ſure ! Bro- 
ther Mud! your Head's too heavy to think of any thing 
but your Belly. 

Lady Vong. Well ſaid, Miſs; he's none of your 
Maſter, tho? he is your elder Brother. 

Squ. Rich. No, nor ſhe ſhawn't be my Miſtreſs, while 
ſhe's younger Siſter! 

Sir Fran. Well ſaid, Dick ! ſhew 'em that ſtawt Li. 
quor makes a ſtawt Heart, Lad! 
©  $qu. Rich. So I will! and I'll drink ageen, for all 
her! 5 | [ Drinks, 


Enter John Moody. 


Sir Fran. So John] how are the Horſes ? 
Fon Moody. Troth, Sir, I ha' noa good Opinion 0 
this Tawn. It's made up o' Miſchief, I think! 

Sir Fran, What's the matter naw ? 

Fohn Moody. Why PI! tell yu Worſhip—before we 
were gotten to the Street End, with the Coach, here, 
a great Luggerheaded Cart, with Wheels as thick a5 1 
brick Wall, laid hawl'd-ow't, and has poo'd it aw 1 


A Journty to LoN DO. 149 


Bits; Crack! went the Perch! Down goes the Coach 
and Whang! ſays the Glaſſes, all to ſhivers! Marcy 
upon us! and this be Londen! would we were aw weell 
in the Country ageen. SEG 

Jenm. What have you to do, to with us all in the 
Country again, Mr. Lubber? I hope we ſhall not go into 
the Country again theſe ſeven Years, Mamma; Jet twen- 
ty Coaches be pulPd to Pieces. | 

Sir Fran. Hold your Tongue, Jenny /—Was Roger in. 
no Fault, in all this ? 

Jobn Moody. Noa, Sir, nor I noon ths not yow 
aſheam'd, ſays Roger to the Carter, to do ſuch an unkind 
thing by Strangers? Noa, ſays he, you Bumkin. Sir, 
he did the thing on very Purpoſe ! and fo the Folks ſaĩd 
chat ſtood by—Very well, ſays Roger, you ſhall ſee what 
our Meyſter will.ſay to ye! Your Meyſter? ſays he; 
your Meyſter may kiſs my—and ſo he clapt his Hand, 
juſt there, and like your Worſhip. Fleſh! I chought 
they had better Zreeding in this Tawn. 

Sir Fran. I'll teach this Raſcal ſome, P11 warrant him! 
Odsbud! if I take him in Hand, I'll play theDevil with him, 

Squ. Rich. Ay do, Feyther ; have him before the Par- 
lament. | 

Sir Fran. Odsbud! and fo I will—I will make him 
know who I am! Where does he live? E 

Jobn Moody. I believe in London, Sir. 

dir Fran. What's the Raſcal's Name? 

ahn Moody. I think I heard ſomebody call him Dicł. 
qu. Rich, What, my Name! 

Sir Fran, Where did he go ? 

John Moody. Sir, he went home. 

Sir Fran. Where's that? | 

John Moody. By my Troth, Sir, I doant know! I 
heard him ſay he would croſs the ſame Street again to- 
morrow ; and if we had a mind to ſtond in his Way, he 
would pool us over and over again. | 

Sir Fran. Will he ſo! Odszooks! get me a Conſtable. 
Lady Wrong. Pooh! get you a good Supper. Come, 
Sir Francis, don't put yourſelf in a Heat for what can't 


be helpt. Accidents will happen to People that travel 
9 | by. 
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abroad to ſee the World For my part, I think its 
a Mercy it was not over-turn'd before we were all out 
gfe.” 

Sir Fran. Why ay, that's true again, my Dear. 

Lady Vreng. Therefore ſee to-morrow if we can buy 
one at Second-hand, for preſent Uſe ; ſo beſpeak a bed 
one,, and then all's eaſy. 

John Moody. Why troth, Sir, I doant think this could 
have held you above a Day longer. 

Sir Fran. D'ye think ſo, John? 

Jobn Moogy. Why you ha' had it, ever ſince your 
Worſhip were High-Sheriff. 

Sir Fran. Why then go and fee what Doll has got us 
for Supper and come and get off my Boots. 

[Exit Sir Fran, 

Lady Vrong. In the mean time, Miſs, do you ſtep to 

Handy, and bid her get me fome freſh Night- clothes. 
| [Exit Lady Wrong, 
| Jenny. Yes, Mamma, and ſome for myſelf too. 
IExit Jenny, 

Squ. Rich. Odsfleſn! and what mun I do all alone? 

Tl e'en ſeek out where t'other pratty Miſs is, 


And ſhe and I'll go play at Cards for Kifles, F Exit. a, 
— ; E m 
| | D. 

1 TIE: 

| | wh 

SCENE, the Lord Townly's Hoy/e. 

Enter Lerd Townly, a Servant attending. | 1 
Len, H O's there! = 
Serv, My Lord. [ 

Lord Town. Bid them get . Grace, bad 
your Servant. | l 
Enter Lady Grace. pre; 

Hor 


Lady Grace. What; is the Ho uſe up already} My 
Lady is not dreſt yet ! 1 
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break my Reſt, but ſhe ſhall not alter my Hours. 
Lady Grace. Nay, you need not fear that now, for 
ſhe dines abroad. | 


her not being ready yet. 

Lady Grace. No, upon my Word, ſhe is engaged in 
Company, | 

Lord Town, Where, pray ? 

Lady Grace. At my Lady Revel's; and you know 
they never dine till Supper-time. 

Lord Texwn. No, truly—--ſhe is one of thoſe orderly 
Ladies, who never let the Sun ſhine upon any of their 
Vices ! But pr'ythee, Siſter, what Humour 1s ſhe 
m to day? | . 

Lady Grace. O! in tip-top Spirits, I can aſſure you 
— ſhe won a good deal, laſt Night. . 

Lord Town. I know no Difference between het Win- 
ning or Lofing, while ſhe continues her courſe of Life, 

Lady Grace, However ſhe is better in good Humour, 
than bad, | | \ 

Lord Town. Much alike: When ſhe is in good Hu- 
mour, other People only are the better for it: When in 
a very ill Humour, then, indeed, I ſeldom fail to have 
my Share of her. | 

Lady Grace. Well, we won't talk of that now - 
Does any Body dine here ? | 


what do you think of his laſt Converſation ? 
Lady Grace. I am alittle at a Stand about it. 
Lord Toon. How ſo? 


have any Thoughts of me, that could lay down ſuch 
ſerere Rules upon Wives, in my hearing. | 
Lord Town. Did you think his Rules unreaſonable ? 
Lady Grace. I can't ſay I did: But he might have 
had a little more Complaiſance before me, at leaſt. 
Lord Town, Complaiſance is only a Proof of good 
Breeding : But his Plainneſs was a certain Proof of his 
Honeſty 3 nay, of his good 8 of you: for he world 
| 4 | 


Lord Town. No matter—it's three o'Clock—ſhe may 


Lord Town. That, I ſuppoſe, is only an Excuſe for 


Lord Town. Manly promis'd me--by the way, Madam, 


Lady Grace. Why — I don't know how he can ever 


”m—_— 


A n 2 * + — SS 7 2 . 1 = 
21. 4 K 29 2 —— 8 — _ — 
5 tn: — — ws An n — r — SF > : 22 : - 
- —_ 2 — — * — — md — 0 by > — 4 * — 2 
T- a £ D "= * — _ = — — ——_ == Y Ne 4 
. A 2 =" — - — e — tS- * 1 IﬀRRSES 2 r ooGe O 
She co Rd e 4 22 A 8 . —_— AC mnt noe SS 2b” 0s 7 
- 2 —— 1 > — r + aa. BETTY —_— SI r 2 K. 
FE - - , 4 a FP», d 
. % — *% * * 
_ E — þ — - 2 : 
— > 8 r S464 WY” * 
: = v4 —7 


* 


2 I 4 ——_— 
— . 
= 
1 8 * — 


152 The PRO VOE'D HUs BAND; Or, 


never have open'd himſelf ſo freely, but in confidence 


that your good Senſe could not be diſobliged at it. 
Lady Grace. My good Opinion of him, Brother haz 
hitherto been guided by yours : But I have receiv'd a 
Letter this Morning that ſhews him a very different Man 
from what I thought him. 
Lord Texwwn A Letter from whom? 
Lady Grace. That I don't know, but there it is. 
[ Gives a Leiter, 
Lord Town. Pray let's ſee. : Read. 
The Iuclos d, Madam, fell accidentally into my Hands, 
F it no\away concerns you, you will only have the trou. 
ble of reading this, from your fincere Friend and humbly 
Servant, Unknown, &c. 
Lady Grace. And this was the inclos'd. [Giwing another, 
Lord Town. [ Reads.) To Charles Manly, E/q; 
Yeur manner of living with me of late, convinces me, that 
1 now grow as painful to you, as to my/elf : but hin 
ever, though you can love me no longer, I hope you will 
not let me live worſe than I did, before I left an hone} 
Income, for the vain Hopes of being ever Yours. 
: Myrtilla Dupe. 
P. S. *Trs above four Months ſiuce I receiv'd a Shilling 
rom you. h | 
Lady Grace, What think you now ? 
Lord Town. I am confidering— 
Lady Grace. You ſee it's directed to him | 
Lord Town. That's true! but the Poſtſcript ſeems to be 
a Reproach, that I think he is not capable of deſerving. 
Lady Grace. But who could have Concern enough, to 


ſend it to me? | 
Lord Town, I have obſerved that theſe ſort of Letter: 


from unknown Friends, generally come from ſecret 


Enemies, 

Lady Grace, What would you have me to do in it? 

Lord Town. What I think you ought. to do—fairly 
ſhew it him, and ſay I advis'd you to it. 

Lady Grace. Will not that have a very odd Look, 
from me? 

Lord Tewwn. Not at all, if you uſe my Name in it: 


if he is innocent, kis Impatience to appear fo, will dif 
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cover his Regard to you : If he is Guilty, it will be 
your beſt way of preventing his Adreſſes. | 
= Lady Grace. But what Pretence have I to put him out 
W of Countenance ! 
= Lord Town. I can't think there's any fear of that. 
Lady Grace. Pray what is't you do think then? 
Lord Town. Why certainly, that it's much more pro- 
bable, this Letter may be all an Artifice, than that he 
zs in the leaſt concern'd in it— _ | 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Mr. Manly, my Lord. 
Lord Town. Do you receive him; while I ſtep a 


linute in to my Lady. [Exit Lerd Townly. 
| Enter Manly. 
| Man. Madam, your moſt obedient; they told me, 
my Lord was here. x 
| Lady Grace. He will be here preſently: He is but juſt 


gone in to my Siſter, 

Man. So? then my Lady dines with us. 

Lady Grace. No; ſhe 1s engag'd. | 

Man. I hope you are not of her Party, Madam? 

Lady Grace. Not till after Dinner. 

Man, And pray how may ſhe have diſpoſed of the 
reſt of the Day ? 4 
Lady Grace. Much as uſual! ſhe has Viſts till about 

eight; after that 'till Court time, ſhe is to be at Qua- 
Ldrille, at Mrs, Iale's: After the Drawing-room, the 
take a ſhort Supper with my Lady Moonlight. And 


1 


9 — 
— 


ſembly. 


* Man. And are you to do all this with her, Madam? 


nuch upon our Hands, that it will not be practicable. 
: Mau. But how can you forbear all the ret of it? 
2 


Lady Grace. There's no great Merit in forbearing 
what one is not charm'd with. | 

Man. And yet I have found that very difficult in my 
ume. 8 5 


from thence, they go together to my Lord NobL's A. 


Lady Grace, Only a few of the Viſits; I would indeed 
have drawn her to the Play; but I doubt we have fo. 
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Lady Grace. How do you mean ? 

Man. Why, I have paſs'd a great deal of my Liſe, 
in the hurry of the Ladies, though I was generally bet. 
ter pleas'd when I was at quiet without 'em. | 

Lady Grace. What induc'd you, then, to be with them? 

Man. Idleneſs, and the Faſhion. * 


„ 
— . 


yo SOR a 
0 — 


Lady Grace. No Miſtreſſes in the caſe? ; 

Man. To ſpeak honeftly—Yes—being often, in the Wi w 
Toyſhop, there was no forbearing the Bawbles. = . 

Lady Grace. And of Courſe, I ſuppoſe ſometimes you i 5 
were tempted to pay for them, twice as much as they Wi 1 
were worth. | 3 9 


Man. Why, really where Fancy only makes the th 
Choice, Madam, no wonder if we are generally bub- Wl 
bled, in thoſe fort of Bargains, which I confeſs has 
been often my Caſe: For I had conſtantly ſome Co- * 
quette, or other, upon my Hands, whom 1 could love 
perhaps juſt enough, to put it in her Power to plague D; 
me. 

Lady Grace. And that's a Power I doubt, commonly 
made uſe of. 

Man, Ihe Amours of a Coquet, Madam, ſeldom 
have any other View! I look upon. them, and Prudes, 
to be Nuiſances, juſt alike; tho? they ſeem very diffe- 
rent: The firſt are always plaguing the Men; and 
the other are always abuſing tke Women. 

Lady Grace, And, yet both of them doit for the ſame 
vain Ends; to eſtabliſh a falſe Character of being vartu- 
ous. 

Man. Of being Chaſte, they mean; for they know no 
ether Virtue : and, upon the Credit of that, they trat- 
fick in every thing elie, that's Vicious: They (even 
againſt Nature) keep their Chaſtity, only becauſe they 
fnd they have more Power to do Miſchief with it, than 
they could poſſibly. put in practice without it. 

Lady Grace. Hold! Mr. Manly: J am afraid this ſe- 
vere Opinion of the Sex, is owing to the ill Choice you 
have made of your Miſtreſſes. | 

Man. In a great Meaſure, it may be ſo; But, Madam, 
if both theſs Characters are ſo odious, how vaſtly values 


W them. 
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ble is that Woman, who has attain'd all they aim at, 
W without the Aid of the Folly, or Vice of either ? | 


Lady Grace. 1 believe thoſe ſort of Women to be as 


ſcarce, Sir, as the Men, that believe there are any ſuch: . 


or that allowing ſuch have Virtue enough to deſerve 


Man. That could deſerve them then had. been a. 
more favourable Reflection! 


Lady Grace. Nay, I ſpeak only from my little Expe- 


L. rience: for (ÞPIl be free with you, Mr. Manly) I don't 
W know a Man in the World, that, in Appearance, might 
better pretend to a Woman of the firlt Merit, than your- 
elf: And yet I have a Reaſon, in my Hand, here, to 


think you have your Failings. 

Man. I have infinite, Madam; but I am ſure, the 
want of an implicit Reſpect for you, is not among the 
Number—pray what is in your Hand, Madam? 

Lady Grace. Nay, Sir, J have no Title to it, for the 
Direction is to you. [ Gives hima Letter. 

Man. To me! I don't remember the Hand 

[ Reads to himfelf. 


Lady Grace. I can't perceive any change of Guilt in 


bm! and his Surpriſe ſeems Natural! [ Afide. ]—- 
Give me leave to tell you one thing by the way, Mr. 


Manly ; That I ſhould never have ſhewn-you this, but 


that my Brother enjoin'd me to it. 

Man, I take that to proceed from my Lord's goed 
Opmion of me, Madam. 

Lady Grace. I hope, at leaſt, it will ſtand as an Ex- 
cuſe for my taking this Liberty. 

Man. I never yet ſaw you do any thing, Madam, that 
wanted an Excuſe; and, I hope, you will not give me 
an Inſtance to the contrary, by refuſing the Favour I am. 
going to aſk. - 

Lady Grace. L don't believe I ſhall refuſe any, that 
you think proper to aſk. | 
Man. Only this, Madam, to indulge me fo far, as to 
et me know how this Letter came into your Hands. 

Lady Grace. Inclos'd to me, in this without a Name. 

Man. If there be no Secret in the Contents, Madam 


Lady Grace, Why——there is an impertinent Inſinu- 
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ation in it: But as I know your good Senſe will think it 
ſo too, I will venture to truit you. 
Man. You'll oblige me, Madam. 


[ He takes the other Letter and read, ? 


Lady Grace. [ Afide.] Now am I in the oddeſt Situa- 
tion! methinks our Converſation grows terribly Criti- 
cal? This muſt produce ſomething :——O lud! would 
it were over | 

Man. Now, Madam, I begin to have ſome light into 
the poor Project that is at the Bottom of all this. 

Lady Grace. I have no Notion of what could be pro- 
paſed by it! 

Man. A little Patience, Madam! 
Inſin uation you mention . 

Lady Grace. Ol what is he going to ſay now! [Aldi. 


Firſt, as to the 


Man. Tho' my Intimacy with my Lord may have al- 


lowed my Viſits to have been very frequent here of late: 
Yet, in ſuch a talking Town as this, you muſt not won- 


der, if a great many of thoſe Viſits are placed to your. 


Account : And this taken for granted, I ſuppoſe ha 
been told to my Lady VMroengbead as a Piece of News, 
fince her Arrival, not improbably without- many more 
imaginary Circumſtances. 

Lady Grace. Lady Wronghead ! 5 | 
Man. Ay, Madam, for I am poſitive this 1s her 
Hand! | | 

Lady Grace. What View could ſhe have in writing it! 

Man. To interrupt any Treaty of Marriage, ſhe may 
have heard I'm engag'd in: Becauſe if I die without 
Heirs, her Family expects that ſome part of my Eſtate 
may return to them again. But, I hope, ſhe is fo far 
miſtaken, that if this Letter has given you the leaſt Un- 


eaſineſs, I ſhall think that the happieſt Moment of 


my Life. | 
Lady Grace. That dees not carry your uſual Com- 


plaiſance, Mr. Manly. 


Man. Yes, Madam, becauſe I'm ſure I can convince 
you of my Innocence. 

Lady Grace. 1 am fare I have no right to enquus 
into it. 6115 ; 


. 
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Man. Suppoſe you may not, Madam; yet you may- 
very innocently have ſo much Curioſity. 

Lady Grace. With what an artful Gentleneſs he ſteals 
into my Opinion? [ Aſide.] Well, Sir, I won't pretend; 
to have ſo little of the Woman in me, as to want Curi- 
oſity But pray, do you ſuppoſe then, this Myrtilla is a 
real, or a fictitious Name? | 

Man. Now 1 recollect, Madam, there is a | 
Woman, in the Houſe, where my Lady Wronghead' 
lodges, that I heard ſomebody call Myr:#/la : This Let- 
ter may be written by her but how it came directed 


to me, I confeſs is a Myſtery ; that before I ever preſume 


to ſee your Ladyſhip again, I think myſelf oblig'd, in 
Honour to find out. [ Going, 
Lady Grace. Mr. Many —you are not going? 


Man. Tis but to the next Street, Madam; I ſhall be 


back in ten Minutes. | 
Lady Grace. Nay ! but Dinner's juſt coming up. 
Man. Madam, I can ncither eat, nor reſt, till I fee 
an end of this Affair! 
Lady Grace. But this is ſo odd! why ſhould any filly 
Curioſity of mine drive you away? | 
Man. Since you won't ſuffer it to be yours Madam, 
then it ſhall be only to ſatisfy my own Curioſity 
[Exit Manly. 
Lady Grace. Well and now, what am I to think. 
of all this? Or ſuppoſe an indifferent Perſon had heard- 
every Word we have ſaid to one another, what would 
they have thought on/t ? Would it have been very ab- 
ſurd to conclude, he is ſeriouſly inclin'd to paſs the reſt 
of his Life with me ?———-I hope not for E am 


ſure, the Caſe is terribly clear on my Side! and why 


may not I, without Vanity, ſuppoſe my unaccount- 
able ſomewhat———has done as much Execution upon 
him ? why—— becauſe he never told me fo—— 


nay, he has not ſo much as mentioned the Word Love, 


or ever ſaid one civil thing to my Perſon well 
but he has ſaid a thouſand to my good Opinion, and has 
certainly got it——had he ſpoke firſt to my Perſon, he 
had paid a very ill Compliment to my Underſtanding 
Iſhould havę thought him impertinent, and never have 
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troubled my Head about him; but as he has manag'd 
the Matter, at leaſt I am ſure of one thing ; that let his 


Thoughts be what they will, I ſhall never trouble my 
Head about any other Man, as long as I live. 


Enter Mrs. Truſty. 


Well, Mrs. Tru, is my Siſter dreſs'd yet! | 
Trufty. Yes, Madam; but my Lord has been courting 
her ſo, I think, till they are both out of Humour. 
Lady Grace. How ſo? 
Trufty. Why, it begun, Madam; with his Lordſhip's 
deſiring her Ladyſhip to dine at home to day——upon 
which my Lady ſaid ſhe could not be ready; upon that, 
my Lord order'd them to ſtay the Dinner, and then my 
Lady order'd the Coach; then my Lord took her ſhort, 
and faid, he had order'd the-Coachman to ſet up: Then 
my Lady made him a great Curt'ſy, aud ſaid, ſhe would 
wait *till his Lordſhip's Horſes had din'd, and was 
mighty pleaſant : But for fear of the worſt, Madam, ſhe 
whiſper'd me—to get her Chair ready, [Exit Truſty. 
Lady Grace. O! here they come; and, by their Looks, 
ſeem a little unfit for Company. [Exit Lady Grace. 
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Enter Lady Townly, Lord Townly, following. 


Lady Town. Well! look you, my Lord; I can bear 
it no longer! nothing {till but about my Faults, my 
Faults ! an agreeable Subject truly! 

Lord Town. Why, Madam, if you won't hear of 
them ; how can I ever hope to ſee you mend them ? 

Lady Town. Why, I don't intend to mend them—1 

can't mend them—-you know I have try'd to do it aw 
hundred times, and—it hurts me ſo—I can't bear it! 

Lord Town. And I, Madam, can't bear this daily 
kcentious Abuſe of your Time and Character. 

Lady Town. Abuſe! aſtoniſhing ! when the Univerſe” 
knows, I am never better Company, than when I am 
doing what I have a mind to! But to ſee this World ! 
that Men can never get over that filly Spirit of Contra- 
diftion———— why but lat Thur/day now—-there you 
wiſely amended one of my Faults as you call them 
you inſiſted upon my not going to the Maſquerade—— 


—— — 
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and pray, what was the Conſequence ! was not I as croſs 
a5 the Devil all the Night after ! was not I forc'd to get _ 
Company at home! and was not it almoſt three o' Clock. 

in the Morning, before I was able to come to myſelf again? 
and then the Fault is not mended neither, for next 
time, I ſhall only have twice the Inclination to go: ſo 
that all this mending, and r you ſee, is but darn- 
ing an old Ruffle, to make it worſe than it was before. 

Lord Town. Well, the manner of Womens living, of 
late, is inſupportable; and one way or other 

Lady Town. It's to be mended, I ſuppoſe ! why ſo it 
may ; but then, my dear Lord, you muſt give one Time 
—and when things are at worſt, you know, they may 
mend themſelves ! ha! ha! . | 
Lord Town. Madam, I am not in a Humour, now, 
to trifle, | 
Lady Town, Why then, my Lord, one Word of fair 
Argument—to talk with you, your own way now——— 
You complain of my late Hours, and IJ of your early 
ones——fo far are we even, you'll allow——but pray 
which gives us the beſt Figure in the Eye of the polite 
World ? my active, ſpirited Three in the Morning, or 
your dull, drowſy eleven at Night ? Now, I think One 
has the Air of a Woman of Quality, and tother of a. 
plodding Mechanic, that goes to Bed betimes, that he 
may riſe early, to open his Shop !—Faugh ! | 

Lord Town, Fy, fy, Madam! is this your way of 
Reaſoning ? 'tis time to wake you then— tis not your 
iI Hours alone, that diſturb me, but as often the ill 
Company, that occaſion thoſe ill Hours. 

Lady Town. Sure I don't underſtand you now, my 
Lord; what ill Company do I keep ? 

Lord Town, Why at beſt, Women that loſe their 
Money, and Men that win it! Or, perhaps, Men that 
are voluntary Bubbles at one Game, in hopes a Lady 
will give them fair play at another. Then that una- 
voidable mixture with known Rakes, conceal'd Thieves, 
and Sharpers in Embroidery—-or what, to me, is ſtill 
more ſhocking, that Herd of familiar chattering crop- 
ear'd Coxcombs, who are ſo often like Monkeys, there 


would be no knowing them aſunder, but that their Tails 
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hang from their Head, and the Monkey's grows where 
it ſhould do. 
Lady Town. And a Huſband muſt give eminent Proof 
of his Senſe, that thinks their Powder-pufts dangerous, 
Lord Town. Their being Fools, Madam, is not al- 
ways the Huſband's Security: Or if it were, Fortune, 
ſometimes, gives them Advantages might make a think - 
ing Woman tremble. 75 
Lady Town. What do you mean? 
| Lord Town, That Women, ſometimes, loſe more than 
they are able to pay; and if a Creditor be a little preſ- 
fing, the Lady may be reduced to try if, inſtead of Gold, 
the Gentleman will accept of a 'Trinket. | 
Lady Town, My Lord, you grow ſcurrilous; you'll 
make me hate you. Pll have yon to know, I keep 
Company with the politeſt People in Town, and the 
Aſſemblies I frequent are full of ſuch. 
Lord Town. So are the Churches—now and then. 
Lady Town. My Friends frequent them too, as well 
as the Aſſemblies. | 
Lord Town. Yes, and would do it oftner, if a Groom R 
of the Chambers were there allowed to furniſh Cards to. 
the Company. 
Lady Town. I fee what you. drive at all this while; 5 
you would lay an Imputation on my Fame, to cover 
your own Avarice! I might take any Pleaſures, I find, 
that were not expenſive, K : 
Lord Tous. Have a Care, Madam; don't let me 
think you only value your Chaſtity, to make me re- Te 
* proachable for not indulging you in every thing elle, 
that's vicious—l, Madam, have a Reputation too, to | 
guard, that's dear to me, as yours— The Follies of an Ri 
ungovern'd Wife may make the wiſeſt Man uneaſy :. but 
tis his own Fault, if ever they make him contemptible, 
* Town. My Lorxd—you would make a Woman. of 
RN” t 
Lord Towns. You'd make a Man a Fool, 
Lady Town. If Heav'n has made you otherwiſe, that 0 
won't be in my Power. th 
Lord Town, Whatever may be in your Inclination, 5 
Madam; PI} prevent your making me a Beggar at leaſt. 


* 
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Lady Town. A Beggar! Cræſus! I'm out of Patience! 
l won't come home till four to-morrow Morning. | 
= Lord Town. That may be, Madam; but Þ'll order 
che Doors to be lock'd at twelve. 


Lady Town. Then I won't come home till to-morrow 


7 ni ht, | | 
E ; Put Town, Then, Madam—You ſhall never come 
W home again. [Exit Lord Townly. 
= Lady Town. What does he mean! I never heard ſuch 
z Word from him in my Life before! the Man always 
W u;'d to have Manners in his worſt Humours! there's 
W ſomething, that I don't ſee, at the Bottom of all this 
but his Head's always upon ſome impracticable 
scheme or other, ſo I won't trouble mine any longer 
about him. Mr. Manly, your Servant. 


Enter Manly. 


Man. I aſk Pardon for my Intruſion, Madam; but 1 
boon my Buſineſs with my Lord will excuſe it. 
ady Town, I believe you'll find him in the next 
Room, Sir. 
Man. Will you give me Leave, Madam! 
Lady Town, Sir you have my Leave, tho” you 


were a Lady, 
Man. [ Aſide.] What a well-bred Age do we live in? 


Enter Lady Grace, 


Lady Town. O! my dear Lady Grace] how could you 
leave me ſo unmercifully alone all this while ? 

Lady Grace. I thought my Lord had been with you. 

Lady Town, Why yes and therefore I wanted, your 
Relief; for he has been in ſuch a Fluſter her. 

Lady Grace. Bleſs me! for what? 

Lady Town. Only our uſual Breakfaſt ; we have each 
of us had our Diſh of Matrimonial Comfort, this Morn, 
ing! we have been charming Company! | 

Lady Grace, I am mighty glad of it! ſure it muſt be 
a vaſt Happineſs, when a Man and a Wife can give 
tiemſelves the ſame turn of Converſation! | 


Lady Town, O! the prettieſt thing in the World 
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Lady Grace. Now I ſhould be afraid, that where two 
People are every Day together ſo, they muſt often be in 
want of ſomething to talk upon. 

Lady Town. O my Dear, you are the moſt miſtaken 
in the World! married People have things to talk of, 
Child, that never enter into the-Imagination of others, 
5 Why, here's my Lord and I now, we have 
not been married above two ſhort Years, you know, and 
we have already eight or ten things conſtantly in bank, 
that whenever we want Company, we can take up any 
one of them for two Hours together, and the Subjett 
never the flatter ; nay, if we have Occaſion for it, it 
will be as freſh next Day too, as it was the firſt Hour 
it entertain'd us. 0 

Lady Grace. Certainly that muſt be vaſtly pretty. 

Lady Town. O! there's no Life like it! why t'other 
24 for Example, when you din'd abroad; my Lord 
and I, after a pretty cheerful z&7e à tẽte Meal, fat ns 
down by the Fire-ſide, in an eaſy jndolent pick-tooth 
— for about a Quarter of an Hour, as if we had not 

ought of any other's being in the Room at laff, * 
ſtretching himſelf, and yawning——My dear, ſays he, D 
ou came home very late laſt Night v 

tt 
V 


—* Twas but juſt turn'd of Two, ſays I—I was in Bed 
—aw—by Eleven, ſay he; fo you are every Night, 

ſays I—Well, ſays he, I am amaz'd, you can fit up ſo 

late How can you be amaz'd, ſays I, at a Thing that 
happens fo often ?—upon which we enter'd into a Con- * 
verſation and tho' this is a Point has entertain'd us 

above fifty times already, we always find ſo many pretty ki 
new Things to fay upon it, that I believe in my Soul, v 
it will laſt as long as we live. 

Lady Grace. But pray! in ſuch ſort of Family Dia- te 
logues (tho? extremely well for paſſing the time) don't Po 
there, now and then, enter ſome little witty ſort of Bit- 1 


_ terneſs? g th 
Lady Town. O yes! which does not do amiſs at all: b 
A ſmart Repartee, with a Zeſt of Recrimination at the * 


Head of it, makes the prettieſt Sherbet; Ay, ay! if we E 
did not m a little of the Acid with it, a matrimonia BY 4 
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W Society would be ſo luſcious, that nothing but an old 
W 1iquoriſh Prude would be able to bear it. | 
= Lady Grace. Well certainly you have the moſt 
elegant Taſte— | 

# Fady Town. Tho' to tell you the Truth, my Dear, I 
W rather think we ſqueez'd a little too much Lemon into 
it, this Bout; for it grew ſo ſour at laſt, that—I think 


Il almoſt told him, he was a Fool and he 


W :gain——talk'd ſomething odly of turning me out 
of Doors. . 
= Lady Grace. O! have a Care of that! 
= Lady Town. Nay, if he ſhould, I may thank my own 
W wiſe Father for that ples 
= Lady Grace. How fo? | 3 
Lady Town, Wh) — when my good Lord firſt 
opened his honourable Trenches before me, my unac- 
countable Papa, in whoſe Hands I then was, gave me 
up at Diſcretion, | 
Lady Grace. How do you mean | 
Lady Town, He ſaid, the Wives of this Age were 
come to that paſs, that he would not deſire even his own 
Daughter ſhould be truſted with Pin-Money ; fo that my 
hole Train of ſeparate Inclinations are left entirely at 
the Mercy of an Huſband's odd Humours. | 
Lady Grace. Why, that, indeed, is enough to make a 
Woman of Spirit look about her! | 
Lady Town, Nay, but to be ſerious, my Dear ; what 
would you really have a Woman do in my Caſe? | 
Lady Grace. Why—if I had a ſober Huſband as you 
have, I would make myſelf the happieſt Wife in the 
World, by being as ſober as he. os; 
Lady Town. O ! you wicked Thing! how can you 
teize one at this rate? when you know he is ſo very 
ſober, that (except giving me Money) there is not one 
Thing in the World he can do to pleaſe me! And I at 
the ſame Time, partly by Nature, and partly, perhaps, 
by keeping the beſt Company, do with my Soul love al- 
moſt every thing he hates! I doat upon Aﬀemblies! my 
Heart bounds at a Ball; and at an Opera—l expire! 
then J love Play to Diſtraction! Cards inchant me and 
Dice put me out of my little Wits! Dear! dear Has. 


2 * 


Tondon half the Year to be ſober in it? 
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zard! oh! what a flow of Spirits it gives one! Do you 
never play at Hazard, Child? 

Lady Grace. Oh! never! I don't think it ſits well 
upon Women : there's ſomething ſo maſculine, ſo much 
the Air of a Rake in it ! you ſee how it makes the Men 
ſwear and Curſe! and when a Woman is thrown into 
the ſame Paſſion—why— | 

Lady Town. That's very true! one is a little put to it, 
ſometimes, not to make uſe of the ſame Words to ex- 
preſs it. | 

Lady Grace. Well—and, upon ill Luck, pray what 
Words are yo really forc'd to make ule of ? 

Lady Tewn. Why upon a very hard Caſe, indeed, 
when a ſad wrong Word is riſing, juſt to one's 'Tongue's 
End, I give a great Gutp—and ſwallow it, 

Lady Grace. Well—and is not that enough to make 
you forſwear play, as long as you live? 

Lady Town. O yes! ive forſworn it. 

Lady Grace. Seriouſly ? \ 9 
Lady Town. Solemnly! a thouſand times; but then 
one is conſtantly forſworn. N 

Lady Grace. And how can you anſwer that ? 

Lady Town. My Dear, what we ſay, when we are 
Loſers, we look upon to be no more binding than a Lo- 
ver's Oath, or a Great Man's Promiſe. But I beg par- 
don, Child ; I ſhould not lead you fo far into the World; 
you are a Prude, and deſign to live ſoberly. i, 

Lady Grace. Why, I confeſs, my Nature, and my 
Education do, in a good degree, incline me that way. 

Lady Town. Well! how a Woman of Spirit, (for 
you don't want that, Child) can dream of living ſoberly, 
is to me inconceiveable! for you will marry, I ſuppoſe, 
. Lady Grace. I can't tell but I may. 

Lady Town. And won't you live in Town ? | 

Lady Grace. Half the Year, I ſhould like it very well. 

Lady Tewn. My Stars! and you would really live in 


Lady Grace. Why not? 
Lady Town. Why can't you as well go, and be ſober 
in the Country ? 


Lady Grace. So I would——t'other half Year. 


er 
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Lady Town. And pray, what comfortable Scheme of 
Life would you form now, for your Summer and Winter 


E {ber Entertaininments. | 


Lady Grace. A Scheme, that I think might very well 


content us. 


Lady Town. O!] of all things let's hear it. 
Lady Grace. Why, in Summer, I could paſs my lei- 


k ſure Hours in Riding, in Reading, walking by a Canal, 


or ſitting at the End of it under a great Tree; in dreſ- 


ing, dining, chatting with an agreeable Friend, per- 
W haps hearing a little Muſic, taking a Diſh of Tea, or 
© 2 Game of Cards, ſoberly | Managing my Family, look- 
ing into its Accounts, playing with my Children (if I 

had any or in a thouſand other innocent Amuſements 


——ſoberly! and poſſibly, by theſe means, I might 
induce my Huſband to be as ſober as myſelf— 

Lady Town, Well, my Dear, thou art an aſtoniſhing 
Creature! For ſure ſuch primitive antediluvian Notions 
of Life, have not been in any Head theſe thouſand 
Years—Under a great Tree! O my Soul !—But I beg 
we may have the ſober Town-Scheme too for I am 


charm'd with the Country one! — 


Lady Grace. You ſhall, and I'll try to ſtick to my 
Sobriety there too. | 80 555 | 

Lady Town. Well, tho' I am ſure it will give me the 
Vapours, I muſt hear it however. | 

Lady Grace. Why then, for fear of your fainting, 
Madam, I will firſt ſo far come into the Faſhion, that I 
would never be dreſs'd out of it but ſtill it ſhould 
be ſoberly, For I can't think it any Diſgrace to a Wos 
man of my private Fortune, not to wear her Lace as fine 
as the Wedding-ſuit of a firſt Dutcheſs. Tho' there is 
one Extravagance I would venture to come up to. 

Lady Town, Ay, now for it— 


Bride, * 
Lady Town, Why the Men fay, that's a great Step to 


be made one Well, now you are dreſt——pray let's 
lee to what Purpoſe? 


Lady Grace. I would vifit—that is, my real Friends; 
but as little for Form as 'poſſible——— would go to 


Lady Grace, I would every Day be as clean as a 


= Ce ee eons _ 


% 


166 TheProvox'd Hus BAND; Or, 


Court; ſometimes to an ee, at Ju. 
drille——ſoberly : I would fee all the good Plays; and, 
(becauſe tis the Faſhion) now and then an Opera 
but I would not Expire there, for fear I ſhould never gg 
ain: And laſtly, I can't ſay, but for Curioſity, if | 
lik'd my Company, I might be drawn in once to a Ma. 
querade! and this, I think, is as far as any Womaz 
can go—ſoberly. 
Lady Town. Well! if it had not been for that lf 
Piece of Sobriety, I was juſt going to call for ſome Sui. 
feit-Water. 

Lady Grace. Why, don't you think, with the farther 
Aid of Breakfaſting, Dining, taking the Air, Supping, 
3 not to ſay a Word of Devotion, the four and 
twenty Hours might roll over in a tolerable Manner? 
Lady Town. Lolerable? Deplorable! Why, Child, 
all you propoſe, is but to endure Life, now I want to 
enjoy it | 

Enter Mrs, Truſty. 

Tru/. Madam, your Ladyſhip's Chair is ready, 

Lady Town. Have the Footmen their white Flam- 
beaux yet? For laſt Night I was poiſon'd. 

Tri. Yes, Madam; there were ſome come in this 
Morning. | | A [Exit Truſt, 

Lady Town. My Dear, you will excuſe me; but you 

know my Time 1s ſo precious— £ 
Lady Grace. That I beg I may not hinder your leall 
Enjoyment of it. | e 

Lady Town. You will call on me at Lady Revel's! 
Lady Grace. Certainly. 

Lady Townr.- But I am fo afraid it will break into your 
Scheme, my Dear? | 

Lady Grace. When it does, I will—ſoberly break 
from you. 9 N | 

Lady Town. Why then, *till we meet again, dear 


Siſter, I wiſh you all tolerable Happineſs. 


[Exit Lady Townly. 
Lady Grace, There ſhe . goes—Daſh! into a Stream 
of Pleaſures! poor Woman! ſhe is really a fine Crea- 
ture! and ſometimes infinitely agreeable! nay, take her 


, 
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out of the Madneſs of this Town, rational in her No- 
tions, and eaſy to live with: But ſhe is ſo borne down 


8 by this Torrent of Vanity in vogue, ſhe thinks every 


Hour of her Life is loſt that ſhe does not lead at the 


6 Head of it. What it will end in, I tremble to imagine! 
al my Brother, and Manly with him! I gueſs 
W what they have been talking of- 


I ſhall hear it in my 
turn, I ſuppoſe, but it won't become me to be inquifr- 


"a [ Exit Lady Grace. 


Enter Lord Townly and Manly. 


Lord Town. I did not think my Lady Wronghead had 
ſuch a notable Brain: Tho? I can't ſay ſhe was very 


W wiſe, in truſting this filly Girl you call Myrtilla with the 


Secret. 

Man. No, my Lord, you miſtake me, had the Girl 
been in the Secret, perhaps I had never come at it my- 
ſelf. | 

Lord Town, Why I thought you ſaid the Girl writ 
this Letter to you, and that my Lady Vrongbead ſent it 
inclos'd to my Siſter ? 

Man. If you pleaſe to give me Leave, my Lord 
the Fact is thus This inclos'd Letter to Lady Grace 
was a real Original one, written by this Girl to the 


Count we have been talklas of: The Count drops it, 


and my Lady Wronghead hd it: Then only changin 
the Cover, ſhe ſeals it up a5 « Letter of Buſineſs, ju 
written by herſelf, to me: And pretending to be in a 
Hurry, gets this innocent Girl to write the Direction for 
er, | | 

Lord Town, Oh! then the Girl did not know ſhe was 
ſuperſcribing a Billet-deaux of her own to you ? 
Man. No, my Lord; for when I firſt queſtion'd her 
about the Direction, ſhe own'd it immediately; But 
when I ſhew'd her that her Letter to the Count was 
within it, and told her how it came into my Hands, 
the poor Creature was amaz'd, and thought herſelf be- 
tray'd both by the Count and my Lady in ſhort, 
upon this Diſcovery the Girl and I grew fo gracious, 


that ſhe has let me into ſome Tranſactions, in my Lady 
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for a Lady that has given you ſo much Uneaſineſs. 


Maſter of? to make even thy Malice a Virtue! 


still thou art nearer to me: And as a Proof that I have 


what melancholy Hours had this Heart avoided ! 


the Choice of Temper is preferable to Beauty. 


—* 
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Mrongbead's Family, which, with my having a careſil 
Eye over them, may prevent the Ruin of it. 
Lord Town. You are very generous to be ſo ſolicitou 


Man. But I will be moſt unmercifully reveng'd af 
her: for I will do her the greateſt Friendſhip in the 
World——againſt her Will. | 
Lord Town, What an uncommon Philoſophy art thou 


Man. Yet, my Lord, I aſſure you, there is no one 
Action of my Life gives me more Pleaſure than your 
Approbation of it. | 

Lord Town. Dear Charles! my Heart's impatient tel 


long wiſh'd thee ſo: While your daily Conduct ha 
choſen rather to deſerve than aſk my Siſter's Favour; | WW'® 
have been as ſecretly induſtrious to make her ſenſible of 
your Merit: And fince on this Occaſion you have open N. 
1 — whole Heart to me, tis now with equal Pleaſure, AW" 

aſſure you we have both ſucceeded——ſhe is as firmly 
yours (OLED: 
Man. Impoſſible! you flatter me! | 

Lord Town. I'm glad you think it Flattery : But ſhe 
herſelf ſhall prove it none: She dines with us alone: 
When the Servants are withdrawn, I'll open a Converls 
tion, that ſhall excuſe my leaving you together —0 
Charles ! had I, like thee, been cautious in my Choice, 


Man. No.more of that, I beg, my Lord— 

Lord Town. But 'twill, at leaſt, be ſome Relief tom) 
Anxiety (however barren of Content the State has been 
to me) to ſee ſo near a Friend and Siſter happy in it: 
Your Harmony of Life will be an Inftance how much 


While your foft Hours in mutual Kindneſs move, $ bs 
Zeu I reach by Virtue what I left by Love, ¶ Exeunt⸗ 


A Journey tw Lope. 
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SCENE, Mrs. Motherly's Houſe. 


Enter Mrs. Motherly, meeting Myrtilla. | 


lab. OO! Niece! where is it poſſible you can have 
been theſe fix Hours? 

Myr. 8 Madam! I have ſuch a terrible Story to 
tell you! | 

Meth, A Story | Ods my Life! What have you done 
with the Count's Note of five hundred Pound, I ſent 
you about? is it ſafe? is it good? is it Security? 

Myr. Yes, yes, it is ſafe: But for its Goodneſ 
Mercy on us! I have been in a fair Way to be hang'd 
bout it? 1 

Meth. The dickens ! has the Rogue of a Count play'd 
us another Trick then? 

Myr. You ſhall hear, Madam; when T came to Mr. 
4%, the Banker's, and ſhewed him his Note for five 
undred Pounds, payable to the Count, or Order, in 


7 wo Months —-he look'd earneſtly upon it, and deſired 
Oe s ſtep into the inner Room, while he examin'd his 
. ooks—— after I had ſtaid about ten Minutes, he came 


n to me—claps to the Door, and charges me with a 
onſtable for Forgery. | 
Moth. Ah poor Soul! and how didſt thou get off? 
been r. While I was ready to fink in this Condition, I 
\ it 88 d him to have a little Patience, till I could ſend 
or Mr. Manly, whom he knew to be a Gentleman of 
Vorth and Honour, and who, I was ſute, would con- 
ince him, whatever Fraud might be in the Note, that 


ood Luck would have it, in leſs than half an Hour Mr. 
anly came ſo, without mincing the Matter, I 
uly told him upon what Deſign the Count had lodg'd 
at Note in your Hands, _ in ſhort, laid open the 


eunts 


Vor. IV. 


was myſelf an innocent abus d Woman — and as 
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any otherways make 


Hands, he would take care it ſhould be fully paid be. 
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whole Scheme be had drawn us into, to make our For. 
tune, 2 8 ae 2 
Meth. The Devil you did! | 
Myr. Why how do * think it was poſſible I could 
r. Manly my Friend, to help ne 
out of this Scrape I was in? To conclude, he ſoon made 
Mr. Cab eaſy, and ſent away the Conſtable; nay, far. 
ther he promis'd me, if I would truſt the Note in hi 


fore it was due, and at the ſame time would give me a 
ample Revenge upon the Count; ſo that all you havety 
confider now, Madam, is, whether you think yourſelf 
ſafer in the Count's Hands, or Mr. Manly” | 
Mob. Nay, nay, Child; there is no Choice in the 
matter! Mr. Manly may be a Friend indeed, if any 
thing in our Power can make him ſo. 

_ Myr. Well, Madam, and now pray how ſtand Mat. 
ters at home, here? What has the Count done with the 


Ladies RE | * 
Meth. Why every thing he has a mind to do, by ü 5 
time, I ſuppoſe. He is in as high Favour with Miſs, » N 
he is with my Lady. 5h | 1 
' Myr. Pray, where are the Ladies? 15 
Moth. Ratling abroad in their own Coach, and the wy 
well-bred Count along with them: They have been zu, 
ſcouring all the Shops in Town over, buying fine thing "oF 
and new Clothes from Morning to Night: They hart 77 
made one Voyage already, and have brought home ſuc i 5 
a Cargo of Bawbles and Trumpery Mercy on the po 83 
Man that's to pay for them! | | 1 
Mir. Did not the young Squire go with them? 0 * | 
Yap: No, no; Miſs faid, truly he would but . z 
| grace | br Party: So they even left him aſleep by tis $6. 
r 3 a 
Myr. Has not he aſk'd after me all this while? For! * 
hack a fort of an Aſßgnation with him. * 5 
Moth. O yes! he has been in a bitter taking about would 
it. At laſt ſys Diſappointment grew ſo uneaſy, that le ob 
fairly fell a crying; ſo to quiet him, I ſent one of tis Myr | 


Maids and John Moody abroad with him to ſhew him- 
the Lions and the Monument. Ods me! there he 


— 
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juſt come home again —you may have Buſineſs with 


him—ſo I'll even turn you together. [ Exit, 
Enter Squire Richard. 


Squ. Rich, Soah! ſoah! Mrs. Myrtilla, where han 
yow been aw this Day, forſooth ? 

Myr. Nay, if you go to that, Squire, where have you 
been pray? ö 

Squ. Rich. Why, when I fun at yow were no loikly 
to come whoam, I were ready to hong my Sel—ſo John 
Mesdy, and I, and one o' your Laſſes have been—Lord 
knows where —a ſeeing o' the Soights. 

Mr. Well, and pray what have you ſeen, Sir? 

Squ. Rich. Fleſh! I cawnt tell, not I——ſfeen every 
thing, I think. Firſt there we went o' top o' the what 
d'ye call it? there, to the great huge ſtone Poſt, up the 
rawnd and rawnd Stairs, that twine and twine about, 
juſt an as thof it was a Cork Scrue, | 

Myr. O, the Monument! well, and was it not a fine 
vight from the Top of it? | 
Squ. Rich. Sight, Miſs! I know no'—I faw nought 
but Smoak and Brick Houſen, and Steeple Tops 
then there was ſuch a mortal Ting-tang of Bells, and 
Numbling of Carts and Coaches, and then the Folks 
nder one look'd ſo ſmall, and made ſuck a Hum, and 
a Buz, it put me in mind of my Mother's great glaſs 
Bee-hive in our Garden in the Country. 

Myr. I think, Maſter, you give a very good Account 


df it, 


Head - began to turn—So I trundled me dawn Stairs 
gen like a round Trencher. "> a 
Mr. Well! but this was not all you ſaw, I ſuppoſe ? 
$q. Rich. Noa! noa! we went after that, and ſaw 
he Lions, and I lik'd them better by hawlf; they are 
pure grim Devils; hoh, hoh! I touke a Stick, and gave 
ne of them ſuch a Poke o' the Noaſe——1 believe he 
would ha? ſnapt my Head off, an he could ha' got me. 

oh! hoh! hoh! 


Squ. Rich. Ay! but I did no' like it; for my Head 


Mr. Well, Maſter, 3 you and I go abroad, III 
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ſhew you prettier Sights than theſe there's a Maſque. 
rade to-morrow. 1 | 

Squ. Rich. O Laud! ay! they ſay that's a pure thi 
ſor Merry Andrews, and thoſe fore a Comical Mo 
mers——and the Count tells me, that there Lads and 
Laſſes may jig their Tails, and eat and drink, without 
grudging, all Night-lung, | 
* Myr. What would you ſay now, if I ſhould get yu 
a Ticket, and go Wag with you ? 

— Rich, Ah dear! 

[yr. But have a Care, Squire, the fine Ladies ther 

are terribly tempting; look well to your Heart, or 20 
me! they'll whip it up in the Trip of a Minute. 4 

Squ. Rich. Ay, but they cawnt thoa—ſoa let *um loc 
themſelves, an' ony of um falls in love with me—may. n 
hap they had as good be quet. 

Myr. Why ſure you would not refuſe a fine Lady, ns 
would you? | | 

Squ. Rich. Ay, but I would tho', unleſs it were Wi ©: 
dat I know of.. | | 

Mjr. Oh! oh! then you have left your Heart in the 
Country, I find? | | 

Squ. Rich. Noa, noa, my Heart——eh—my Heat Ad 
e'nt awt o this Room. iin 
Myr. I am glad you have it about you, however. 
Squ. Rich. Nay, mayhap not ſoa, noather, ſomebody 


elſe may have it, at you little think of. 8 
Myr. I can't imagine what you mean! you 
Squ. Rich. Noa, why doan't you know how may 1 

Folks there is in this Room, naw ? the 

Mr. Very fine, Maſter, I ſee you have learnt MI Din! 

Town Gallantry, already. Si 
Squ. Rich. Why doan't you believe at I have a Kin n 

nefs for you then? In m1 


Myr. Fy! fy! Maſter, how you talk! beſide you ar 4 
too young to think of a Wife. won” 
Squ. Rich. Ay, but J caunt help thinking o' you . Sir 

all that. | tight 
Myr. How ? why ſure, Sir, you don't pretend to thai bt 0: 
sf me in a diſhonourable way? 


Squ. Rich, Nay, that's as you ſee good I did u Sur 
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think at you would ha' thowght of me for a Huſband, 
mayhap ; unleſs I had Means, in my own Hands; and 
Feyther allows me but Haulf a Crown a Week, as yet 
a while. 

Myr. Oh! when I like any Body, 'tis not want of 
Money will make me refuſe them. 

Squ. Rich. Well, that's juſt my Mind now; for an I 
like a Girl, Miſs, I would take her in her Smuck. 

Myr. Ay, Maſter, now you ſpeak like a Man of Ho- 
nour: This ſhews ſomething of a true Heart in you. 

Squ. Rich. Ay, and a true Heart you'll find me; try 
when you will. 

Myr. Huſh! huſh ! here's your Papa come home and 
my Aunt with him, 

Squ. Rich. A Devil rive em, what do they come 
naw for ? 5 
Myr. When you and I get to the Maſquerade, you 
ſhall ſee what P11 ſay to you. | 

Squ. Rich. Well, Hands upon't then 
Mr. There— | 

Squ. Rich. One Buſs, and a Bargain, [Kis her. 
Ads wauntlikins! as ſoft and plump as a Marrow-Pud- 
ding. [Exeunt feverally. 


Enter Sir Francis Wronghead and Mrs. Motherly. 


Sir Fran. What | my Wife and Daughter abroad, ſay 
you ? 

Meth. O dear, Sir, they have been mighty buſy all 
the Day long; they juſt came home to ſnap up a ſhort 
Dinner, and ſo went out again. 

Sir Fran, Well, well, I ſhan't ſtay Supper for em I 
can tell 'em that: For Qds-heart! I have had nothing 
in me, but a Toaſt and Tankard, ſince Morning. 

Moth. 1 am afraid, Sir, theſe late Parliament Hours 
won't agree with you. | . 

Sir Fran. Why, truly, Mrs. Motherly, they don't ds 
tight with us Country Gentlemen; to loſe one Meal 
out of three, is a hard Tax upon a good Stomach. - 

Moth, It is ſo indeed, Sir. wank. 

Sir Fran. But hawſomever, Mrs. Motherly, when we 
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conſider, that what we ſuffer is for the Good of ow 


Country | | 
Meth. Why truly, Sir, that is ſomething, 
Sir Fran. Oh! there is a great deal to be ſaid for't= 

the Good of one's Country is above all Things—4 

true-hearted Engliſbman thinks nothing too much for it 

——] have heard of ſome honeſt Gentlemen ſo ver 

zealous, that for the Good of their Country———they 

would ſometimes go to Dinner at Midnight. 

Moth. ©! the Goodneſs of em! ſure their County 
muſt have a vaſt eſteem for them: | 

Sir Frau. So they have, Mrs. Motherly; they are { 
reſpected when they come home to their Boroughs after 

a Seſſion, and ſo belov'd——that their Country will 

come and dine with them every Day in the Week. 
Moth. Dear me! What a fine thing 'tis to be ſo po- 

pulous? | | 
Sir Fran. It is a great Comfort, indeed! and I ca 

—_ you, you are a good ſenſible Woman, Mrs. M. 

#herly. 

Meth. O, dear Sir, your Honour's pleas'd to Con. 
pliment. | 

Sir Fran. No, no, I ſee you know how to value Pets 
ple of Conſequence. | | 

Meth. Good lack ! here's Company, Sir ; will you 
give me leave to get you a little ſomething till the La 
dies come home, Sir ? | 

Sir Fran. Why troth, I don't think it would be ami, 

Moth. It ſhall be done in a Moment, Sir. [ Exit 


Enter Manly. 


Man. Sir Francis, your Servant. 

Sir Fran. Couſin Manly. 

Man. Iam come to ſee how the Family goes cn here. 

Sir Fran. Troth ! all as buſy as Bees; 1 have been 

upon the Wing ever fince eight o'clock this Morning. 
Man. By your early Hour, then, I ſuppoſe you have 

been making your Court to ſome of the Great Men. 
Sir Fran. Why, faith! you have hit it, Sir 

I was advis'd to loſe no Time: So I e'en went firaight 
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forward, to one great Man I had never ſeen in my Life 
before. 

Mar. Right! that was doing Buſineſs: But who had 
you got to introduce you? 

Sir Fran. Why, no Bod) II remember'd I had, 
heard a wiſe Man ſay—My Son, be bold —ſo troth ! 
introduc'd myſelf. 

Man. As how, pray ? 

Sir Fran. Why, thus=———Look ye——Pleaſe your 
Lordſhip, ſays I, I am Sir Francis Wronghead of Bun- 
per-Hall, and Member of Parliament for the Borough of 
Guzzledown—————Sir, your humble Servant, ſays my 
Lord; thof' I have not the Honour to know your Per- 
ſon, I have heard you are a very honeſt Gentleman, and- 
[ am glad your Borough has made Choice of ſo worthy 
2 Repreſentative; and ſo, - ſays he, Sir Francis, have 
you any Service to command me ? Naw, Coufin ! thoſe 
laſt Words, you may be ſure gave me no ſmall Encou- 
ragement, And thof' I know, Sir, you have no extra- 
ordinary Opinion of my Parts, yet I believe, 4 won't 
fay Imiſtit nav ! 

Man, Well, I hope I ſhall have no Cauſe, 

Sir Fran. 80 when I found him fo courteous 
My Lord, fays.I, I did not think to ha? troubled your 
Lordſhip with Buſineſs upon my firſt Viſit: But fince 
your Lordſhip is pleas'd not to ftond upon Cermony 
8 truly, 27 I, I think naw is as _ as 9 

ime. 

Man. Right! there you puſh'd him home. - 

Sir Fran. Ay, ay, I had a Mind to let him * that I 
was none of thoſe mealy-mouth'd ones. 

Man. Very good! 

Sir Fran. So, in ſhort, my .Lord, _ 4 I, -I have a 
N 1 a 2 little 2 at Elbow. 4 
as 1 deſire to ſerve my King, as well as my Country, 
hall be very willing - ——5 af a Place at ang 

Man. So this was making ſhort Work on't. 

Sir Fran. Pcod ! I ſhot him flying, Couſin: Some of 
your Haulf-witted Ones naw, would 'a humm'd and 
law d, and 0 a Month or two after * * 
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they durſt open their Mouths about a Place, and ma 

hap, not ha got it at laſt neither. 
Man. Oh! I am glad you're ſo ſure on't. 

Sir Fran. You ſhall hear, Couſin— Sir Francis, fay; 


my Lord, pray what ſort of a Place, may you ha' turn'd 


your Thoughts upon? My Lord, fays I, Beggars muf 
not be Chufers ; but ony 2 ſays I, — a thou 
ſand a Year, will be enough to be doing with till ſome. 
thing better falls in—for F thowght it would not look 
well to ſtond haggling with him at firſt. 

Man. No, no, your Buſineſs was to get Footing any 
way. 3 

Sir Fran. Right! there's it? ay Couſin, I ſee you 
know the World! | Es 

Man. Yes, yes, one ſees more of it every Day—— 
well! but what faid my Lord to all this? : 

Sir Frex. Sir Francis, ſays he, I ſhall be glad to fee 
you any way, that lies in my Power? ſo he gave me: 
Squeeze by the Hond, as much as to ſay, Give your- 
ſelf no Trouble I'll do your Buſineſs ; with that he 
turn'd him abawt to ſomebody with a colour'd Ribbon . 
eroſs here, that look d in my Thoughts, as if he came 
for a Place too. ads | 

Man. Ha! fo upon theſe Hopes you are to make your 
Fortune! | 

= Fran. Why, do you think there's ony Doubt of 
it, Sir? "RX 

Man. Oh no, I have not the leaſt Doubt about it- 
for juſt as you have done, I made my Fortune ten Years 
ago. | FARE | 
* Fran. Why, I never knew. you had a Place, Cous 
Man. Nor neither, upon my Faith, Couſin. But 


. you, perhaps, may have better Fortune: For I ſuppoſe 


my Lord has heard of what Importance you were in the 
Debate to-day—You have been ſince down at the Houſe, 
I preſume? | lo ll as 
Sir Fran. © yes! I would. not negle& the Houſe, for 
ever ſo much, n 1 
Man. Well, and pray what have they done there? 
Sir Fran. Why troth! I can't well tell you, What 
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they have done, but I can tell you what I did: and I 


| think pretty well in the main ; only I happened to make 


a little Miſtake at laſt, indeed, 
Man. How was that? | 55 
Sir Fran. Why, they were all got there, into a ſort 

of a puzzling Debate, about the good of the Nation 


—— and I were always for that, you know———but in 


ſhort, the Arguments were ſo long-winded o' both ſides, 
that, waunds! I did no well underſtand um: Haw- 
ſomever, I was convinc'd, and ſo reſolv'd to vote right, 
according to my Conſcience ſo when they came to 
put. the Queſtion, as they call it, don't know 
haw *twas——but I doubt I cry'd Ay! when I ſhould 
ha' cry'd Not | 

Man. How came that about ? 

Sir Fran. Why, by Miſtake, as I tell you for 
there was a good-humour'd ſort of a Gentleman, one 
Mr. Totherfide, I think they call him, that ſat next me, 
as ſoon as I had cry'd Ay! gives me a hearty ſhake by 
the Hand ! Sir, ſays he, you are a Man of Honour, and 
a true Erglihman ! and I ſhould be proud to be better 


| acquainted with you—and. ſo with that, he takes me by 


the Sleeve, along with the Crowd into the Lobby 
ſo, T knew nowght—but Ods-fleſh !: I was got o'the 
wrong fide the Poſt—for I were told, afterwards, I 
ſhould have ſtaid where I was. | | 

Man. And fo, if you had not quite made your For- 
tune before, you have clench'd. it now Ah! thou 
Head of the Mrongbeadt. ©) 35 

Sir Fran, Odſo! here's my Lady come home at. laſt 
hope, Couſin, you will be ſo kind, as to take a; Fami- 
ly Supper with us ? 


Man. Another time, Sir Francis; but to-night, I am 


engag'd Þ 
Enter Lady Wronghead, M/s. Jenny, and Count Baſſet. 


Lady Wrong. Couſin | your Servant; I hope you will 
pardon my Rudeneſs; But we have really been in ſuch 


2 continual Hurry here, that we have not had a leiſure 


Moment to return your laſt Viſit, 
| 'S * 
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Max. O Madam! I am a Man of no Ceremony; yoy 
ſee that has not hinder'd my coming again, 

Lady Wrong. You are infinitely — but 71 


' redeem my Credit with you. 
Man. At your own Time, Madam. 


Count Ba/. I muſt ſay that for Mr. Manly, Madam; 
if _—_— People eaſy is the Rule of Good-Breeding, he 
is certainly the beſt-bred Man in the World. 

Man. Soh! I am not to drop my Acquaintance, [ 
find—[ 4/ae.} I am afraid, Sir, I ſhall grow vain up 
your good Opinion. | 

Count Ba/. I don't know that, Sir; but I am ſure, 
what you are pleas'd to ſay, makes me ſo. 

Man. The moſt impudent Modeſty that ever I net 

Lady Wrong. Lard ! how ready his Wit is? [ Af, 

Sir Fran. Don't you think, Sir, the Count's 
a very fine Gentleman? þ 
Man. O! among the Ladies, certainly. 
Sir Fran. And yet he's as ſtout as a Lion: 5 ar 


Man. Will he ſo? Why he Sir, take care | 


of your Citadel. 


Sir Fran. Ah! you are Wag, Couſin. J 

Man. I hope, Ladies, the Town Air continues to :. 
gree with you? 

euny. O! perfectly well, Sir! We have been abroad 

in our new Coach all Day long—and we have bought 
an Ocean of fine Things. And to-morrow we go t 
the Maſquerade! and on Friday to the Play! and on 
Saturday to the Opera! and on Sunday, we are to be 
at the what-d'ye call it—Afﬀembly, and ſee the Ladies 
play at Quadrille, at Piquet and Ombre, and Hazard: 
and Baſſet! and on Monday, we are to ſee the King 
and ſo on Tue/day— 3 
Lady Wrong. Hold, hold, Miſs! you muſt not l 

our Tongue run ſo fait, Child—you forget! you knov 
+ wills you hither to learn Modeſty. 

Man. Yes, yes! and ſhe is improv'd with a Vet- 
geance IA a. 

Jenny. Lawid! Mamma, I am ſure I did not ſay any 
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harm! and if one muſt not ſpeak in 2 Turn, one may 
be kept under as long as one lives, for ought J ſee. 

Lady Wrong. O' my Conſcience this Girl grows ſo 
Headſtrong 

Sir Fran, Ay, ay, there s your fine growing ac for 
you! naw tack it dawn, an' you can. 

Jenny. All I ſaid, Papa, was only to entertain my 
Couſin Manly. 

Man. My pretty Dear, I am mightily oblig'd to you. 

12 Look you there now, Madam. 

ady Vrong. Hold your Tongue, I ſay. 

Jenny. [Turning away and glowting.] I declare i it, I 
won't bear it, ſne is always ſnubbing me before you, 
Sir !—I know why ſhe does it well enough 

[ 4/ede zo the Count. 

Count Ba/. Huſh ! huſh! my Dear ! don't be uneaſy 
at that! ſhe'll ſuſpe& us Alide. 

Jenny. Let her ſuſpect, what do I care—I don't know, 
but I have as much Reaſon to ſuſpect, as ſhe—tho? per- 
haps I'm not ſo afraid of her, 

Count Ba/. [4/ide.] I'gad, if I don't keep a tight 
Hand on my Tit, here, ſhe'll run away with my Project 
before I can bring it to bear. | 

Lady Wrong. | 4/ide.) Perpetually hanging upon him! 
The young arlot is certainly in Love with him; but 1 
muſt not let them ſee I think ſo——and yet I can't bear 
it: Upon my Life, Count, you'll ſpoil that forward 
Girl—you ſhould not encourage her ſo. 

Count Ba/. Pardon me, Madam, I was only adiifag 
her to obſerve what your Ladyſhip ſaid to her. 

Man. Yes, truly, her Obſervations have been ſome- 
thing particular.  [Afede. + 

Count Ba/. In one Word, Madam, ſhe has) 

2 Jealouſy of your Ladyſhip, and I'm forc'd to 
W her, to blind it; 'twill be better to 
take no Notice of her Behaviour to me. 15 4 

Lady Wrong. You are right, I wil be more part. 
cautious. 

Count Ba/. To-morrow- at the Maſtueraie 
we may loſe her, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Lady Wrong. We ſhall be obſerv'd. I'll 
ſend you a Note, and ſettle that Aﬀair—go on 1. 
wich the Girl, and don't mind me. 

Count Ba/. I have been taking your Part my little 
Angel. 

Lady Wrong. Jenny! come hither, Child—you muſt 
_ be ſo haſty, my Dear—I only adviſe you. for your 

0 
A Jenny. Yes, Mamma; but when I am told of a thing 


before Company, it always makes me worſe, you know. 


Man. If I have any ſkill in the fair Sex; Miſs, and her 
Mamma, have only quarrel'd, becauſe they are both of a 
Mind. This facetious Count ſeems to have made a very 
genteel Rep into the Family. [ Afide, 


Enter Myrtilla. [Manly talks apart with her.] 


Lady Wrong. Well, Sir Francis, and what News have 
you brought us from Weſtminſter to-day. 

Sir Fran. News, Madam! I'cod |! I have 23 
and ſuch as does not come every Day, I can tell you—a 
word in your Ear—l have got a Promiſe of a Place at 
Court of a thouſand Pawnd a Vear already. 

Lady Wrong. Have you fo, Sir? And pray who may 
vou thank for't? Nowe who's in the right? Js not this 
better than throwing ſo much away, after a ſinking Pack 

of-Fox-hounds, in the Country? Now your Family may 
be the better for it! 


Sir Fran. Nay | that's what per ſuaded me to. come up, 


my Dove. 

Lady Wrong. Mighty well—come—let me have ano- 
ther hundred Pound then. 

Sir Fran. Another! Child? Waunds! you have had 
one hundred this Mornin g. pray, what's become of that, 
my Dear? 

Lady Wrong. What's beceme of itz why! I' ſhew you 
my Love ! Jenny have you the Bills about you? 

Jenny. Ves, Mamma. 

Lady Wrong. What's become of it? whit laid out, 
my Dear, with fifty. more to it, that I was Wen to bare 
xqw of the Count here, 
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Feum. Yes indeed, Papa, and that would hardly do 
neither There's the Account. 

Sir Fran. [Turning over the Bills.) Let's ſee |. let's ſee R 
what the Devil have we got here? 

Man. Then you have ſounded your Aunt you) 
fay, and ſhe readily comes into all I my : 

ou? - 
1 Sir, LI anſwer, with my Life, ſhe is 
moſt thankfully yours in every Article: She | 
mightily deſires to ſee you, Sir. > Aparts 

Man. I am going home, directly: Bring her? 
to my Houſe in half an Hour; and if ſhe makes |: 
good what you tell me, you ſhall both find your 
Account in it. | ; 

Myr. Sir, ſhe ſhall not fail you. | | 

Sir Fran. Ods-life ? Madam, here's nothing * Toys 
and Trinkets, and Fans, and Clock-Stockings, by 
wholeſale. - 

Lady-Wrong. There's nothing but what's proper, and 
for your, Credit, Sir Francis, Nay, you ſee I am fo good 
2 Houſewife, that. in Neceſſaries for myſelf, I have ſcarce- 
laid out a Shilling. 

Sir Fran, No, by my troth, ſo it ſeems; for the De- 
vil o' one thing's here, that I can ſee you have any oc- 
cafton for! 

Lady Wrong. My Dear! do you think I came hither 
to live out of the-Faſhion.? why, the greateſt Diſtinction 

| of a fine Lady in this Town is in the Variety of. pretty 
Things that ſhe has no Occaſion for. 

Jenny. Sure, Papa, could you imagine that Women: 
of Quality wanted.nothing but Stays and Petticoats? 

Lady Treg: Now, that is ſo like him! 

Man. So | the Family comes on finely. [Afiae. 

Lady Wrong. Lard, if Men were always to govern, 
what Dowdies would they reduce their Wives to! 

Sir Fran. An hundred Pound in the Morning, and 
want. another afore Night! Waunds and Fire! the Lord 
Mayor of London could. not hold it at this. rate! 1 

Man. O!] do you feel it, Sir ?: 15 ce 

Lady Wrong, My Dear, you. ſeem uneaſy; let me have 
the hundred Pound, and  compols yourſelt.. 
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Sir Fran. Compoſe the Devil, Madam! why, doyoy 
conſider what a hundred Pound a Day comes to in a Year? 
Lady Vrong. My Life, if I account with you from 
one Day to another, that's really all my Head is able to 
bear at a Time——But Þ11 tell you what I conſfider—] 
conſider that my Advice has got you a thouſand Pound a 
Year this Morning—That now methinks you might 
conſider, Sir. 3 ä 
Sir Fran. A thouſand a Year ? Wounds, Madam, but 
I have not touch'd a Penny of it yet! wh 
Man. Nor ever will, I'Il anſwer for him. [4/ide, 


Enter Squire Richard. 


Squ. Rich. Feyther, an you doan't come quickly, the 
Meat will be coal'd : And I'd fain pick a Bit with you, 
Lady Wrong. Bleſs me, Sir Francis! you are not go- 
Ing to ſup by yourſelf! ond 
Sir Fran. No, but I'm going to dine by myſelf, and 
that's pretty near the Matter, Madam. 

Lady Wrong. Had not you as good ſtay a little, my 
Dear? we ſhall all eat in half an Hour; and I was 
thinking to aſk my Couſin Manly to take a Family Mor- 
ſel with us. 2 

Sir Fran. Nay, for my Couſm's good Company, I 
don't care if I ride a Day's Journey without Baiting. 

Man. By no means, Sir Francis. I am going upon 2 
little Bufinefs. got; 

Sir Fran. Well, Sir, I know you don't love Compl- 
ments. * | 
Man. You'llexcuſe me, Madam.— 

Lady Wrong. Since you have Bufineſs, Sir — 

+1 bad | [Exit Manly. 
44 Enter Mrs. Motherly. 

O, Mrs.:Metherly / you were ſaying this Morning, you 
had ſome very fine Lace to ſhew me——car't I ſee it 
Row ? WY [Ci Francis fares. 

Moth. Why, really, Madam, I have made a fort of 2 
Promiſe to let the Counteſs of Nicely have the firſt Sight 
of it for the Birth-day : But your Ladyſhi 

Lady Wrong. O! I die if I don't ſee it before her, 
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Squ. Rich. Woan't you goa, Feyther? 


Stomach at this Rate! | | 
Moth. Well, Madam, though I ſay it, tis the ſweet 


Pattern that ever came over and for Fineneſs——nga 


Cobweb comes up to it ! 

Sir Fran. Ods Guts and Gizzard, Madam ! Lace as 
fine as a Cobweb! why, what the Devil's that to coſt 
now ? | 
Meth. Nay, if Sir Fraucis does not like of it, Madam 

Lady Wrong. He like it! Dear Mrs. Motherly, he is 
not to wear it. ; 

Sir Frau. Fleſh, Madam, but I ſuppoſe I am to pay 
for it. 

Lady Wrong. No doubt on't! think of your thouſand 
a Year, and who got it you, go! eat your Dinner, and 
be thankful, go, [Driving him to the Door.] Come, 
Mrs, Motherly. 

[Exit Lady Wronghead, with Mrs. Motherly. 

Sir Fran. Very fine! So here I mun faſt, *till I am 
almoſt famiſht for the Good of my Country ; while 
Madam is laying me out an hundred Pound a Day in 
Lace, as fine as a Cobweb, for the Honour of my Fami- 
ly; Ods-fleſh! things had need go well at this rate! 

Squ. Rzch. Nay, nay——come Feyther. 

| [ Exit Sir Francis, 
Enter Mrs. Motherly. 


Moth. Madam, my Lady deſires you and the Count 
will pleaſe to come and aſſiſt her Fancy in ſome of the 
new Laces. | 3 

Count Ba. We'll wait er 

4 N [Exit Mrs. Motherly. 

Jenny. So! I told you how it was! you ſee ſhe can't 
bear to leave us together. | 

Count Ba/. No matter, my Dear: You know ſhe has 
alk'd me to ſtay Supper: So, when your Papa and ſhe 
are a-bed, Mrs. Myrtilla will let me into the Houſe a- 
gain; then you may ſteal into her Chamber, and we'll 
dave a pretty Sneaker of Punch together. 


Mr. Ay, ay, Madam, you may command me any thing. 


Sir Fran. Waunds! Lad, I ſhall ha” roof [art. 
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Jenny. Well! that will be pure! | 


Count Ba/. But you had beſt go to her alone, my Life, 


it will look better if I come after you. 
Jenny. Ay, ſo it will: And to-morrow Fs know at: 
th Maſquerade. And then lJ=—— 


H, Pl have a Huſband ? ay, marry 
For why ſhould I longer tarry, 

For why ſhould I longer tarry 

Than other briſk Girls have done? 

For if I ſtay, *tillT grow gray, 

They'll. call me old Maid, and fuſty old Jade z 
S8o l'll no longer tarry; 

But I'll have a Huſband ay, marry, 

If Money can buy me One. 


My Mother ſhe ſays I'm too coming; 
And ſtill in my Ears ſhe is drumming, 
And ſtill in my Ears ſhe is drumming, 
That I ſuch vain Thoughts ſhould ſhun.. 
My Siſters they cry, Oh fy! and Oh fy! 
But yet I can ſee, they're as coming as me; 
So let me have Huſbands in plenty: 
I'd rather have twenty times twenty, 
Than die an old Maid undene. [Exit finging. 


Myr. So, Sir! amnot I very commode:to you? 

Count Baſ. Well, Child! and don't. you find your 
Account in it? did not I tell you we might ſtill be of uſe 
to one another. 

Myr. Well, but how ſtands your Affair wh Mig, .n 
the main? 

Count Baſ. O ſhe's mad for the Maſquerade! it drives 
Uke a Nail, we want nothing now but a Parſon to clinch 
it. Did not your Aunt ſay the could get one at a ſhort 
warning. 

Myr. Yes, yes, my Lord Townly's Chaplain: is her 
Couſin you know; he'll-do your Buſineſs and mine at 
the ſame time. 

6 Count-Ba/. O! it's true! but where ſhall we appcint 

m? | 
Hr. ay you know my Lady Tz owwnly's: Houſe i 


P 


= . 2 ww 0 ; _ CN 


it 


AJ Journey e Loon. 195; 
always open to the Maſques upon a Ball-night, before 
Cs to Hay-market. + | - | 

Count Ba/. Good. | f 
Myr. Now the Doctor purpoſes, we ſhould all come 
thither in our Habits, and when the Rooms are full, we 
may ſteal up into his Chamber, he ſays, and there 
crack he'll give us all Canonical Commiſſion. to go 
to bed together. | * 
Count Baſ. Admirable! Well, the Devil fetch me; 
if I ſhall not be heartily glad to fee thee: well ſettled, 
Child. | els | 
Myr. And may the black Gentleman tuck me under 
his Arm at the ſame time, if I ſhall not think myſelf 
oblig*d to vou, as long as I hve. | 
Count Baſ. One Kits for old Acquaintance ſake 
Tgad I ſhall want to be buſy again. 
Myr. O you'll have one ſhortly will find you Employ- 
ment: But I muſt run to my Squire. 
Count Ba. And I to the Ladies——ſo your humble 
Servant, ſweet Mrs. Wronghead: > | 
Myr. Yours, as in Duty bound, moſt noble Count 
Baſſet. . [IExæit Myr. 
Count Faſ. Why, ay! Count! That Title has been 
of ſome uſe to me indeed! not that I have any more 
Pretence to it, than J have to a blue Ribband. Yet, I 
have made a pretty conſiderable Figure in Life with it: 
F have loll'd in my own Chariot, dealt at Aſſemblies, 
din'd with Ambaſſadors, and made one at Quadrille, 
with the firſt Women of Quality—But—T empora mu- 
tentur——fince that damn'd Squadron at White's have 
left me out of their laſt Secret, I am reduc'd to trade 
upon my own Stock of Induſtry, and make my laſt Puſh 
upon a Wife: If my Card comes up right (which F 
think can't fail) I ſhall once more cut a Figure, and cock 
my Hat in the Face of the beſt of them! for ſince our 
modern Men of Fortune are grown wiſe enough to be 
Sharpers; I think Sharpers are Fools that don't take up. 
the Airs of Men of Quality. 024 26 e NT 
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3 "1 8 CE N E, Lord Townly's Houſe. | 


5 F Euter Manly and Laay Grace. 


| Man. HERE's ſomething, Madam, hangs upon 


your Mind, to-day: Is it unfit'to truſt me 
with it. | | 
Lady Grace, Since you will know my Siſter then 
unhappy Woman! | Jo 

Man. What of her ? n 
_ Lady Grace, I fear is on the Brink of Ruin! 

Man. I am ſorry for it—what has happen'd ? 
Lady Grace. Nothing ſo very new! but the continual 
Repetition of it, at laſt has rais'd my Brother to an In- 
temperance that I tremble at. — "a 

Man. Have they had any Words upon it? - 

Lady Grace. He has not ſeen her ſince Yeſterday, 
Man. What! not at home all Night! R 
Lady Grace: About five this Morning in ſhe came! 


but with ſuch Looks, and ſuch an Equipage of Misfor, 
tunes at her Heels—what can become of her? 


Man. Has not my Lord ſeen her, ſay you? 

Lady Grace. No! he chang'd his Bed laſt Night 
I fat with him alone till twelve, in Expectation of her: 
But when the Clock ſtruck, he ſtarted from his Chair, 


and grew incens'd to that Degree, that had I not, 


almoſt on my Knees, diſſuaded him, he had ordered the 


Doors that Inſtant, to have been lock'd againſt her. 


Man. How terrible is his Situation? when the molt 


jiuſtiſable Severities he can uſe + HC her, are liable to 
be the Mirth of all the diſſolute 


ard-Tables in Town! 


Lady Grace. *Tis that, I know, has made him bear 
ſo long: But you that feel for him, Mr. Manly, will 
aſſiſt him to ſupport his Honour, and, if poſſible, pre- 
ſerve his Quiet! therefore I beg you don't leave the 
Houſe, till one or both of them can be wrought to bets 
ter Temper, 
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Man. How amiable is this Concern, in you! 

Lady Grace, For Heaven's ſake don't mind me, but 
think on ſomething to preſerve us all. | 

Man. I ſhall not take the Merit of obeying your Com- 
mands, Madam, to ſerve my Lord but pray, Madam, 
let me into all that has paſt fince Yeſternight. 

Lady Grace. When my Intreaties had prevail'd upon 
my Lord, not to make a Story for the Town, by {@ 

ublic a Violence, as ſhutting her at once out of his 

cors ; he order'd the next Apartment to my Lady's 
to be made ready for him—— while that was doing 
I try'd by all the little Arts I was Miſtreſs of, to amuſe 
him into Temper: in ſhort, a filent Grief was all I 
could reduce him to——on this, we took our Leaves, 
and parted to our Repoſe : What his was, I imagine by 
my own: For I ne*er clos'd my Eyes. About five, as I 
told you, I heard my Lady at the Door; ſo I ſlipt on 
a Gown, and ſat almoſt an Hour with her in her own 
Chamber. | 
*. What ſaid ſhe, when ſhe did not find my Lord 

ere? _- | | 
Lady Grace. O! fo far from being ſhock'd or alarm'd 
at it, that ſhe bleſs'd the Occaſion! and ſaid, that in 


her Condition, the Chat of a Female Friend was far 


<45r gap to the beſt Huſband's Company in the 
orld, : 1 6-4 | N11 
Man. Where has ſhe Spirits to ſupport ſo much In- 
ſenſibility ? | | 

Lady Grace. Nay ! *tis incredible! for though ſhe 
had loſt every Shilling ſhe had in the World, and 
ſtretch'd her Credit even to breaking; ſhe rallied her 
own Follies with ſuch Vivacity, and painted the Penance, 
ſhe knows ſhe muſt undergo for them, in ſuch ridiculous 
Lights, that had not my Concern for a Brother been 
too ſtrong for her Wit, ſhe had almoſt diſarm'd my 


Anger, | 


Man. Her Mind may have another Caſt by this time: 


The moſt flagrant Diſpoſitions have their Hours of An- 
guiſh; which their Pride conceals from Compa ny: But 
A. Madam, how could ſhe avoid coming down to 
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Fady Grace. O! ſhe took care of that before ſhe went 
to bed; by ordering her Woman, whenever ſhe waz 
aſk'd for, to ſay, ſhe was not well. 

Man. You have ſeen her ſince ſhe was up, I preſume? 

Lady Grace. Up* I queſtion whether ſhe be awake 


8 

Man. Terrible! What a Figure does ſhe make now! 
That Nature ſhould throw away ſo much Beauty upon x 
Creature, to make ſuch a ſlatternly Uſe of it? 

Lady Grace. O fy: there is not a more elegant Beauty 
in Town, when ſhe's dreſt. 

Man. In my Eye, Madam, fhe that's early dreſt, hu 
ten times her Elegance. 
Lady Grace. But ſhe won't be long now, I believe; 
For I think I ſee her Chocolate going up—Mrs. Trufy, 
a hem! 

* Mrs. Traſty comes to the Door. 

Man. [ Afide.] Five o'clock in the Afternoon, for 4 
Lady of Quality's Breakfaſt, is an elegant Hour indeed! 

which to ſhew her more polite way of living too, I pre- 
fame, ſhe cats in her Bed. | | | 
' Lady Grace. [To Mrs. Truſty.] And when ſhe is up; 
F would- be glad ſhe would let me come to her Toilet 
— That's all, Mrs. Hy. 
- Trufty. I will be ſure to let her Ladyſhip know, Ma- 
dam. [Exit Mrs, Truſty. 


ſe 


1 Enter a Servant. | 
Serv. Sir Francis Wronghead, Sir, deſires to ſpeak witi 
you, | | 
K Man. He comes unſeaſonably——what ſhall I do with 

im? 

Lady Grace. O ſee, him by all means, we ſhall have 
time enough; in the mean. while I'll ſtep in, and have 
an Eye upon my Brother. Nay, don't mind me—you 
have Buſineſs | | | 
Man. You muſt be obey'd 
. | [ Retreating while Lady Grace goes out. 
Deſire Sir Francis to walk in— | [Exit Servant. 


I ſuppoſe by this time his wiſe Worſhip begins to find, 
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that the Balance of his Journey to Lenden is on the 


| Sir Francis, your Servant; how came I by the Favour 


of this extraordinary Viſit? 
Sir Fran. Ah! Couſin! 

Man. Why that ſorrowful Face, Man ? 

Sir Fran. I have no Friend alive but you=— © 

Man. I am ſorry for that—but what's the Matter? 
Sir Fran. I have play'd the Fool by this Journey, I 
ſee now—for my bitter Wife—— 

Man. What of her? 

Sir Fran. Is playing the Devil! | 

Man. Why truly, that's a Part that moſt of your fine 
Ladies begin with, as ſoon as they get to London. 

Sir Fran, If Pm a living Man, Coufin, ſhe has made 
away with above two hundred and fifty Pounds fince 
Yeſterday Morning? 

Man. Hah! Tie a good Houſewife will do a great 
deal of Work in a little time. | 

Sir Fran. Work do call it! fine Work indeed! 

Man. Well, but how do you mean made _ with 
it? What, ſhe has laid it out, may be—but I ſuppoſe 
you have an Account of it, 

Sir Fran. Yes, yes, I have had the Account indeed; 
but I mun needs ſay, it's a very ſorry one. 

Man. Pray, let's hear. | | 

Sir Fran. Why, firſt I let her have an hundred and 
ifty, to get things handſome about her, to let the World 
lee that I was Some-body ! and I thought that Sum was 
very genteel. | | 

Man. Indeed J think ſo; and in the Country, might 
have ſery'd her a Twelve-month. 

Sir Fran, Why ſo it might——but here in this fine 


Tawn, forſooth ! it could not get through four and 


twenty Hours for in half that time, it was all 
{quander'd away in Bawbles, and new-faſhioned Trum- 
pay. . ; 


Man. O! for Ladies in Londen, Sir Francis, all this 


might be neceſſary. 


n — 
2 — — * a —_ — I 
* F * — 


: 

EIS A422 =... —_ — I — Ez 8 Se 
— p ** — TT ü - 

— + SS- Dogan DRY n 3 


— 
— <= > — as: 


xo De PROVO¹'D HusBAND; Or, 


Sir Fran. Noa! theere's the Plague on't! the Devil 
o' one uſeful thing do I ſee for it, but two pair of lacd 
Shoes, and thoſe ſtond me in three Pound three Shilling, 
a pair too. vers 5 de ; 

Man. Dear Sir! this is nothing! Why we have City 
Wives here, that while their good Man 1s ſelling three 
Pennyworth of Sugar, will give you twenty Pounds for 
a ſhort Apron. | „„ 

Sir Fran. Mercy on us! what a mortal poor Devil i; 
a Huſband! 7 | 
Man. Well, but I hope you have nothing elſe to 
complain of ? —— 

Sir Fran. Ah! would I could ſay fo too— but there's 
another hundred behind yet, that goes more to my 
Heart, than all that went before it. | 

Man. And how might that be diſpos'd of? 

Sir Fran, Troth I am almoſt aſham'd to tell you. 


Man. Out with it. 
Sir Fran. Why ſhe has been at an Aſſembly. 

Man. What, ſince I ſaw you! I thought you had all 
ſupt at home laſt * l 
Sir Fran. Why, ſo we did— and all as merry as 
Grigs——T'cod my Heart was ſo open, that I toſs'd 
another hundred into her Apron, to go out early this 
Morning with But the Cloth was no ſooner taken 
away, than in comes my Lady Townly here, (who 
between you and I—mum! has had the Devil to pay 
yonder——) with another rantipole Dame of Quality, 
and out they muſt have her, they ſaid, to introduce her 
at my Lady Noble's Aſſembly, forſooth=——a few Words, 
you may be fure, made the Bargain——ſo, bawnce! 
and away they drive as if the Devil had got into the 
Coach-box—ſo about four or five in the Morning— 
home comes Madam, with her Eyes a Foot deep in her 
Head——and my poor hundred Pound left behind her 
at the Hazard-Table. 

Man. All loſt at Dice! ; | 

Sir Fran, Every Shilling—among a parcel of Pig- 

tail Puppies, and pale faced Women of Quality. 
Man. But pray, Sir Francis, how came you, after you 


tat Moment 


truſt her with another. INE ER 
Sir Fran. Why truly, 1 mun ſay that was partly my 
own Fault: For if I had not been'a Blab of my Tongue, 
believe that laſt hundred might have been ſav'd. 


Man. How fo? © Ken 

Sir Fran. Why, like an Owl as Iwas, out of Good- 
will, forſooth, partly to keep her in Humour, I muſt 
needs tell her of the thouſand, Pound a Year, I had juſt 
got the Promiſe of—Pcod ! ſhe lays her claws upon it 


and truly ſhe would have her ſhare on't. 
Man. What, before you had it yourſelf? ? 
Sir Fran. Why ay! that's what I told her My 
Dear, ſaid I, mayhap I mayn't receive the firſt Quarter 
,, rom 
Man. Sir Francis, T have heard you with a great deal 
of Patience, and I really feel Compaſſion for you, -  . 
Sir Fran, Truly, and well you may Coufin, for L 
don't ſee that my Wife's Goodneſs is-a bit the better, 
for bringing to London. | as 
Man. If you remember I gave you a Hint of it. 


vil himſelf could not have beliey'd ſhe would have rid 
Poſt to him. | pgs 

Man. Sir, if you ſtay but a Fortnight in this Town, 
5 will every Day ſee hundreds as faſt upon the Gallop, 
me 1. 


Sir Fran. Ah! this London is a baſe Place indeed 


at Veſtminſter, at this rate, how the Devil ſhall I keep 
out of a Jail ? 3 

Man. Why truly, there ſeems tö me but one way to 
avoid it, f | 97 

Sir. Fran. Ah! would you could tell me that, Couſin. 

Man The way lies plain before yon, Sir; the ſame 
Road that Nose you hither will carry you ſafe home 
again. t 
Sir Fran. Ods fleſh! Couſin, what! and leave a thou- 
and Pound a Year behind me? 


4 Jovivty t Lonvon' fot 
found her ſo ill an Houſewife of one Sum, fo ſoon to 


—ſaid it was all owing to her Advice, 


Sir Fran. Why ay, it's true you did ſo: But the 14 


waunds, if things ſhould happen to go wrong with me 
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Man. Pooh! pooh ! leave any thing behind you, ba 
your Family, and you are a Saver by it. 45 
Sir Fran, Ay, bur conſider, Couſin, what a ſcuryy 
Figure ſhall I make in the Country, if I come dayn 
withawt it ? | | | | 
Man. You will make a much more lamentable Figure 
in a Jail without it. | 

Sir Frax. Mayhap at yow have no great Opinion of 

It then, Coufin? : $2” 

Man. Sir Francis, to do you the Service of a real 

Friend, I muſt ſpeak very plainly to you: You don't 

yet ſee half the Ruin that's before you ? 

Sir Fran. Good lack | how may you mean, Couſin? 
Man. In one Word, your whole Affairs ſtand thus 

An a Week you'll loſe your Seat at Veſminſter: In 

4 Ferenight my Lady will run you into Jail, by keeping 

the "beſt Company——In four and twenty Hours, your 

Daughter will run away with a Sharper, becauſe ſle 

han't been us'd to better Company: And your Son will 

ſteal into Marriage with a Caſt-Miſtreſs, becauſe he has 
not been us'd to any Company at all. | 

Sir Fran. I' th' Name o' Goodneſs why ſhould you 
think all this? 8 

Man. Becauſe I have Proof of it; in ſhort, I know ſo 
much of their Secrets, that if all this is not prevented 
to-night, it will be out of your Power to do it to- mor- 

row Morning. 5 | 5; 

Sir Fran. Mercy upon us! you frighten me—Well, 

Sir, I will be govern'd by yow : But what am ] to do in 

_ this ee, . 

Man. I have not time here to give you proper In- 
ſtructions: But about eight this Evening, Gn call at 
you Lodgings ; and there you ſhall have full Conviction, 
how much 1 have it at Heart to ferve you. we 


{A Enter a Servant. ' | 
Serv. Sir, my Lord defires to ſpeak with you. 
Man. I'll wait upon him. | 
Sir Fran. Well, then I'll go ſtraight home, nay» 
_ © Man. At Eight depend upon me, 
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Sir Fran. Ah! dear Couſin! I ſhall be bound to you 
as long as I live. Mercy deliver us! what a terrible 
Journey have 1 made on't! [Exeunt ſeverally, 


— — — —— 


1 SCENE opens to « Drefing Room. Lady Town- 
ly, as juſt up, walks to” her Toilet, leaning on Mrs, 
Truſty. | | | 


Truly. Dear Madam, what ſhould make your Lady- 
ſhip ſo out of order! * ; 

129 Town. How is it poſſible to be well, where one 
i kill'd for want of Sleep? | 

Trufty. Dear me! it was ſo long before you rung, 
Madam, I was in hopes your Ladyſhip had been finely. 
compos'd. 8 f 

Lady Town. Compos'd! why I have lain in an Inn 
here! this Houſe is worſe than an Inn with ten Stage 
Coaches! What between my Lord's impertinent People 
of Buſineſs in a Morning, and the intolerable thick 
Shoes of Footmen at Noon, one has not a wink all Night. 

Truſty. Indeed, Madam, it's a great Pity my Lord 
can't be perſuaded into the Hours of People of Quality 
— Though J muſt ſay that, Madam, your Ladyſhip 
i certainly the beſt Matrimonial Manager in Town. 

Lady Town. Oh! you are quite miſtaken, Tray!“ I 
manage very ill! for notwithſtanding all the Power 1 
have, by never being over-fond of my Lord yet [ 
vant Money infinitely oftner than he is willing to gire 
it me. 

Truſty. Ah, if his Lordſhip could but be brought to 
play himſelf, Madam, then he might feel what it is to 
want Money. | ee 7 . 8 

Lady Town. Oh! don't talk of it! do you know that 
am undone Try? 7 | No 

Truſty. Mercy forbid, Madam! . | 7 

Lady Tows, Broke! ruin'd! plunder'd . ſtripp'd, 
eren to a Confiſcation-of my laſt Guinea. = 

Truſty. You don't tell me fo, Madam! 
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Lady Town. And where to raiſe ten Pound in the 
World— What is to be done, Traſty? 

Truſty. Truly, I with I were wiſe enough to tell you, 
Madam: But may be your Ladyſhip may have a run of 
better Fortune, upon ſome of the good Company that 
comes here to-night.” 

Lady Town, But I have not a ſingle Guinea to try my 
Fortune 

Truſty. Ha! that's a bad Buſineſs indeed, Madam 
Adad ! I have a Thought in my Head, Madam, if it is 
not · too late 

Lady Texwn. Out with 1 it quickly then, I beſeech thee? 

Truſty. Has not the Steward ſomething of fifty Pound, 
Madam, that you left in his Hands, to pay ſomebody 
about this time? 

Lady Tewn, O! ay! I had forgot—' twas to- 
what's his filthy Name? | 

Trufty. Now I remember, Madam, *twas to Mr. Lute 
firing your old Mercer, that your Ladyſhip turn'd off, 
about a Year ago, becauſe he would truſt you no ws f 

Lady Town. The very Wretch! if he has not paid it, 
run quickly, dear T; =, and bid him bring it hither 
immediatel — [Exit Truſty.] Well! ſure mortal 
Woman never had ſuch Fortune! Five! Five, and Nine, 
againſt poor Seven for ever! — No! after that 
horrid Bar of my Chance, that Lady Wronghead's fatal 
red Fiſt upon the Table, I ſaw it was impoſſible, ever, 
to win another Stake Sit up all Night! loſe all 
one's Money! Ercam of winning 'Thouſands! wake 
without a Shilling ! and Then—how like a Hag I look! 
In ſhori——the leaſures of Life, are not worth this 
Hiſorder! If it were not for Shame now, I could almoſt 
think, Lady Grace's ſober Scheme not quite fo ridi- 
culous— If my wiſe Lord could but hold his Tongue 

for a Week, tis odds, but I ſhould hate the Town in. 
a Fortnight But I will not be driven out of it, that's 
ontive. [Truſty returns. 

Trufly. O Madam! there is no bearing it! Mr. 
Luteftring was juſt let in at the Door, as I came to the 
Stair-Foot ; and the Stewardiis now actually paying hin 
the Money in the Hall, 
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Lady Town. Run to the Stair-caſe Head, again 
and ſcream to him, that I muſt ſpeak with him this In- 
tant. | | [ Truſty runs out, and ſpeaks, 

Truſty. Mr. Pourdage———a hem! Mr. Poun- 
lage, a word with you quickly. | 

Pound, [within.) I'll come to you pre- 
ſently. Fn | 

75 . Preſently won't do, Man, you muſt 
come this Minute. | | | 

Pound, I am but juſt paying a little Money, | 
here. 1 

Truſty. Cod's my Life! paying Money ? is 
the Man diſtracted? Come here I tell you, 
to my Lady, this Moment, quick! J | 
| k £ [Truſty returns, 

Lady Town, Will the Monſter come or no ?— 

Truſty. Yes, I hear him now, Madam, he is hobling 
up, as faſt as he can. | . | 

Lady Town. Don't let him come infor he will keep 
ſuch a babbling about his Accounts, -my Brain is not 
able to bear him. | 

[Poundage comes t the Door with a Money-bap 
in his Hand. | 


Truſty. O! 'tis well you are come, Sir! where's the 


kſty Pound ? 


Pound, Why here it is; if you had not been in ſuch 


haſte, I ſhould have paid it by this time—the Man's 
now writing a Receipt, below, for it. 

Truſty. No Matter! my Lady ſays, you muſt not pay him 
with that Money, there is not enough, it ſeems; there's 
a Piſtole, and a Guinea, that is not good in it, —beſides 
there is a miſtake in the Account too Tavitching the 
Bag from him.] But ſhe is not at leiſure. to examine it 
now ; ſo you mutt bid Mr. What - d'ye-call- um call anos 
ther Time. 1 e 

Lady Town, What is all that Noiſe there? 

Pound. Why and it pleaſe your Ladyſhip— | 

Lady Town, Pr'ythee ! don't plague me now, but do 
* you were ordered. | l Tos 4 
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Pound. Nay, what your Ladyſhip pleaſes, Madam 
[Exit Poundage, 

\ Trufty. There they are, Madam [ Pours the Money 
out of the Bag.) The pretty Things—were ſo near fall 
ing into a naſty Tradeſman's hands, I proteſt it made 
me tremble for them I fancy your Ladyſhip had as 
good give me that bad Guinea, ſor Luck's ſake—thank 
you, Madam. [ Takes a Guin, 

Lady Town. Why, I did not bid you take it. 

Truſty. No, but your Ladyſhip look'd as if you were 
juſt going to bid me, and ſo I was willing to ſave you 
the trouble of ſpeaking, Madam. 

Lady Town. Well! thou haſt deſerv'd it, * ſo, for 
e a hark! don't IJ hear the Man making a Noiſe 
vonder? Though I think now we may compound for a 
little of his ill humour. 

Trujty. I'll liſten. 

Lady Town. Pr'ythee do. Truſty goes to the Dor. 

Trufly. Ay! they are at it, Madam— he's in a bitter 
Paſſion with poor Poundage—bleſs me ! I believe he'll 
beat him—mercy on us; how the Wretch ſwears ! 

Lady Town, And a ſober Citizen too! that's a ſhame! 

Truſty. Ha! I think all's filent, of a ſudden 
may be the Porter has knock'd him down—P'll Rep and 
oe [ Exit Truly, 
Lady Town, Thoſe Trades-people are the trouble- 

— Creatures! no Words will ſatisfy them! 
[ Truſty return. 

Trufty. O Madam! undone ! undone! my Lord has 
"uf bolted upon the Man, and is hearing all his pitiful 
Story over—if your Ladyſhip pleaſes to come hither, you 
may hear him yourſelf ?. 

Lady Town, No matter: It will come round preſently; 
L ſhall have it from my Lord; without loſing a Word 
by the Way, I'Il warrant you. 

Trufty. O lud! Madam! here's my Lord juſt com- 
ing in. 

oe Town, Do you get out of the Way then, [Zul 
Truſt. ] Iam afraid I want Spirits! but he Will ſoon 
give 'em me. 


"us almoſt infamous, to 
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Enter Lord Townly. 


Lord Town. How comes it, Madam, that a Tradeſ- 
man dares be clamourous in my Houſe, for Money due 
to him from you, 

Lady Town. You don't expect, my Lord, that I ſhould 
anſwer for other People's Impertinence. 


Lord Town. I expect, Madam, you ſhould anſwer for 


your own Extravagances, that are the Occaſion of it—--L 
thought I had given you Money three Months ago, to 
ſatisfy all theſe fort of People 


Lady Town. Yes, but you ſee they never are to be 


ſatisfy d. 

Lord Toxwn, Nor am I. Madam, longer to be abus'd 
thus! what's become of the laſt five hundred I gave you? 

Lady Town. Gone. | 

Lord Town. Gone! what way, Madam? 
Lady Town, Half the Town over, I believe, by this 
time, 

Lord Town.” Tis well! I fee Ruin will make no Im- 
preſſion, till it falls upon you. 55 

Lady Town. In ſhort, my Lord, if Money is always 
the ſubject of our Converſation, I ſhall make you no 
Anſwer, 5 | 

Lord Town. Madam, Madam! I will be heard, an 
make you Anſwer. * 

Lady Town. Make me! then I muſt tell you, my 
Lord, this is a Language I have not been us'd to, and I 
won't bear it, | "a 35 

Lord Town, Come! come, Madam, you fhall bear a 
yreat deal more, before I part with you. | | 

Lady Town, My Lord, if you inſult me, you will 
have as much to bear, on your fide, I can aſſure you. 


Lord Town. Pooh! your Spirit grows ridiculous —— 


you have neither Honour, Worth, or Innocence, to ſup- 
port 1t, | | | 
Lady Town. You'll find, at leaſt, I have Reſentment ! 
and do you look well to the Provocation ! 
Lord Town. After —_— have given me, Madam, 
LOO ou. 
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Lady Town. I ſcorn your Imputation, and your Me. 
naces! The Narrowneſs of your Heart's your Monitor! 
"tis there! there, my Lord, you are wounded ; you 
have leſs to complain of thau many Huſbands of an 
equal Rank to you. | 

Lord Town. Death, Madam! do you preſume upon 
your Corporal Merit! that your Perſon's leſs tainted, 


than your Mind ! is it there! there alone an honeſt 


Huſband can be 1njur'd ? Have you not every other 
Vice that can debaſe your Birth, or ſtain the Heart of 
Woman? Is not your Health, your Beauty, Huſband, 
Fortune, Fami diſclaim'd, for Nights conſum'd in 
Riot and Extravagance? 'The Wanton does no more; 
it ſhe conceals her Shame, does leſs : And ſure the Dil. 


ſolute avow'd, as ſorely wrongs my Honour, and my 


uiet. | 
hy. Town, I ſec, my Lord, what fort of Wife might 
Pleaſe you, 
Lord Town. Ungrateful Woman! could you have ſeen 


yourſelf, yon in yourſelf had ſeen her — I am amaz'd 


our Legiſlature has left no Precedent of a Divorce for 
this more viſible Injury, this Adultery. of the Mind, as 


well as that of the Perſon ! when a Woman's whole 


Heart is alienated to Pleaſures I have no Share in, what 
is't to me, whether a black Ace, of a powder'd Cox- 
comb has Poſſeſſion of it:? | 13 

Lady Town. If you have not found it yet, my Lord, 


this is not the way to get Poſſeſſion of mine, depend 
upon it. Re 


Lord Town. That, Madam, I have long deſpair'd of; 
and ſince our Happineſs cannot be mutual, ?tis fit, that 
with our Hearts, our Perſons too ſhould ſeparate 
This Houſe you fleep no more in! Tho' your Content 
might groſly feed upon the Diſhonour of > Huſband, yet 
my Deſires would ſtarve upon the Features of a Wife. 

Lady Town. Your Stile, my Lord, is much of the ſame 
Delicacy with your Sentiments of Honour, 

Lord Town. Madam, Madam ! this is no time for 


| Compliments—I have done with you. 


Lady Towp. If we had never met, my Lord, I had 


— 


= 
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not broke my Heart for it! but have a care! I may 
not, perhaps, be ſo eaſily recall'd as you imagine. 
Lord Fown. Recall'd! Who's there? [Euter à Ser- 
vant.] Deſire my Siſter and Mr. Manly to walk up. 
Lady Town. My Lord, you may proceed as you pleaſe, 
but pray what Indiſcretions have I committed, that are 


not daily practis'd by a hundred other Women of Quality. 


Lord Town. *Tisnotthe Number of ill Wives, Madam, 


that makes the Patience of a Huſband leſs contemptible: 


and tho? a bad one may be the beſt Man's Lot, yet he'll 
make a better figure in the World, that keeps his Mis- 
fortunes out of Doors, than he that tamely keeps them 
Within, | 

Lady Town, I don't know what Figure you may make, 
my Lord, but I ſhall have no Reaſon to be aſham'd of 
mine, in whatever Company I may meet you. 


Lord Town, Be ſparing of your Spirit, Madam, you'll 


need it to ſupport you, 


Enter Lady Grace and Manly. 7 


Mr. Manly, I have an Act of Friendſhip to beg of you, 
mock wants more Apologies, than Words can make 
r 1. 
Man, Then pray make none, my Lord, that I may 
have the greater Merit in obliging you. | 
Lord 75 own, Siſter, I have the ſame Excuſe to intreat 
of you too. \ 
Lady Grace. To your Requeſt, I beg, my Lord, 
Lord Town. Thus then—as you both were preſent at 


my ill conſider'd Marriage, I now defire you each will 


be a Witneſs of my determin'd Separation I know, 


Sir, your Good-nature, and my Siſter's muſt be ſhock'd 


at the Office I impoſe on you ! But as I don't aſk your 
Juſtification of my Cauſe ;. ſo 1 hope you are conſcious 
—that an ill Woman can't reproach you, if you are 
klent upon her ſide, * | 


Man. My Lord, I never thought, till now, it could 


be difficult to oblige you. | | 
Lady Grace. ¶ Afide.] Heavens! how I tremble! 


Lord, Town. For you, my Lady Townly, I need not 
| | F I 4 11 
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here repeat the Provocations of my parting with you= 
the World, I fear, is too well inform'd of them For 
the good Lord, your dead Pather's fake, I will ſtill ſup- 
port you, as his Daughter——As the Lord Townly 
Wife, you have had every thing a fond Huſband could 
beſtow, and (to our mutual Shame I ſpeak it) more than 
happy Wives defire—But thoſe Indulgences muſt end! 
State, Equipage and Splendor, but ill beeome the Vice; 
that miſuſe 'em The decent Neceſſaries of Life 
ſhall be ſupply'd——but not one Article to Luxury! 
Not even the Coach, that waits to carry you from hence, 
ſhall yon ever uſe again ! Your tender Aunt, my Lady 
" Lowemore, with Tears, this Morning, has conſented to 
receive you; where if Time, and your Condition, 
brings you to a due Reflection, your Allowance ſhall 
be increas'd—But, if you ftill are laviſh of your little, 
or pine for paſt licentious Pleaſures, that little ſhall be 
leſs ! nor will I call that Soul my Friend, that names you 
in my Hearing ! 
Lady Grace. My Heart bleeds for her! [Act. 

Lord Town. O Manly ! look there! turn back thy 
Thoughts with me, and witneſs to my growing Love? 
there was a time when I believ'd that Form incapable of 
Vice or of Decay! There I propoſed the Partner of an 
ealy Home! There! I, for ever, hoped to find, a chear- 
ful Companion, an agreeable Intimate, a faithful Friend, 
a a uſeful Help-mate, and a tender Mother But oh! how 
bitter now the Diſappointment! 
Man. The World is different in its Senſe of Happi- 
neſs: Offended as you are, I know you will till be jult, 

Lord Town. Fear me not. 

Man. This laſt Reproach, I ſee, has ſtruck her. [ 4/i:. 

Lord Town. No, let me not (though I this Moment 
caſt her from my Heart for ever) let me not urge her 
Puniſhment beyond her Crimes——1I know the World 
is fond of any Tale that feeds its appetite of Scandal: 
And as I am conſcious, Severities of this kind ſeldom 
fail of Imputations too groſs to mention, I here, before 
you both, acquit her of the leaſt Suſpicion rais'd againſt 
the Honour of my Bed. Therefore, when abroad her 
Conduct may be queſtion'd, do her Fame that Juſtice. 


0 - - 
—— a. e „ 


r A A 9 * Las 4 


— . — —  —_— — 


A FouRNEY to LONDON. 201 


Lady Town. O Siſter! [Turns to Lady Grace weeping. 

Lord Town. When I am- ſpoken of, where without 
Favour this Action may be canvaſs'd, relate but half my 
Provocations, and give me up to Cenſure. Going. 

Lady Town. Support me! ſave me! hide me from 
the World ! [ Falls on Lady Graces Neck. 

Lord Town. [ Returning. ] -I had forgot me—You 
have no Share in my Relentment, therefore as you have 
lv'd in Friendſhip with her, Your Parting may admit of 
gentler Terms than ſuit the Honour of an injur'd Huſ- 
band. | [ Offers to go out. 

Man. ¶ Interpojing.} My Lord, you muſt not, ſhall not 
leave her thus! One Moment's ſtay can do your Cauſe 
no wrong! If Looks can ſpeak the Anguith of the Heart, 
Pll anſwer with my Life, there's ſomething labouring in 
her Mind, that would. you bear the hearing, might de- 
ſerve it. | 

Lord Town. Conſider ! ſince we no more can meet; 
preſs not my Staying, to inſult her. 

Lady Town. Yet ſtay, my Lord the little I would 
ſay, will not deſerve an Inſult; and undeſerv'd, I know 
your Nature gives it not. But as you have call'd in 
Friends to witneſs your Reſentment, let them be equal 
Hearers of my laſt Reply. | 

Lord Town, I ſhan't refuſe you that, Madam be 
it ſo. | | 24 

Lady Town. My Lord, you ever have complain'd 1 
wanted Love ; but as you kindly have allowed I never 
gave it to another, ſo when you hear the Story of my 
Heart, though you may full complain, you will not 
wonder at, my Coldneſs. +5 

Lady Grace. This promiſes a reverſe of Temper. 

| | [ Apart. 

Man. This, my Lord, you are concern'd to hear! 

Lord Town. Proceed, I am attentive... 

Lady Town, Before I was your Bride, my Lord, the 
flattering World had talk'd me into Beauty; which, at 
my Glais, my youthful Vanity confirm'd : Wild with 


that Fame, I thought Mankind my Slaves, I triumph'd 


over Hearts while all my Pleaſure was their Pain : Yet 
I 5 | 
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was my own ſo equally inſenſible to all, that when 2 
Father's firm Commands enjoin'd me to make choice of 
One; 1 even there declin'd the Liberty he gave, and to 
his own Election yielded up my Youth——his tender 
Care, my Lord, directed him to you Our Hand; 
were join'd ? But ſtill my Heart was wedded to its Folly! 
My only Joy was Power, Command, Society, Profuſe. 
neſs, and to lead in Pleaſures ! The Huſband's Right to 
Rule, I thought a vulgar Law, which only the Deform'd 
or Meanly-ſpirited obey'd ! 1 knew no Directors, but 
my Paſſions; no Maſter, but my Will! Even you, my 
Lord, ſome time o'ercome by Love, was pleas'd with 
my Delights; nor, then, foreſaw this mad Miſuſe of 
your Indulgence And, though I call myſelf un- 
rateful, while I own it, yet, as a Truth, it cannot be 
Jeny'd— That kind Indulgence has undone me | it 
added Strength to my habitual Failings, and in a Heart 
thus warm, in wild unthinking Life, no wonder if the 
gentler Senſe of Love was loſt. 
Lord Town. O-Manhly ! where has this Crea- 
ture's Heart been buried? | Yr 
Man. If yet recoverable How vaſt a Pre 
Treaſure ? | 
Lady Town, What I have ſaid, my Lord, is not my 
Excuſe, but my Confeflion ! my Errors (give em if you 
pleaſe a harder Name) cannot be defended | No! What's 
in its Nature wrong, no Words can paliate, no Plea can 
alter! What then remains in my Condition, but Reſig- 
nation to your Pleaſure? Time only can convince you 
of my future Conduct: Therefore, ?till I have liv'd an 
Object of Forgiveneſs, 1 dare not hope for Pardon—— 
The Penance of a lonely contrite Lite were little to the 
Innocent; but to have deſery'd this Separation, will 
ſtrow perpetual Thorns upon my Pillow. 
Lady Grace. O happy, heavenly Hearing! 
Lady Town. Siſter, Farewell! [ K;/ing ber.] Your 
Virtue needs no Warning from the Shame that falls on 
me: But when you think I have aton'd my Follies pak 
rſuade your injur'd Brother to forgive them. 
Lord Tou. No, Madam! Your Errors thus renounc'd, 
this Inſtant are forgotten! So deep, fo due a Senſe of 


*- 
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them, has made you, what my utmoſt Wiſhes form'd, 


and all my Heart has ſigh'd for. | 
Lady Town. [Turning to Lady Grace.] How odious 
does this Goodneſs make me = 
Lady Grace. How amiable your. thinking ſo ? 
Lord Town. Long-parted Friends, that paſs through 
eaſy Voyages of Lite, receive but common Gladneſs in 
their Meeting: But from a Shipwreck ſav'd, we mingle 
Tears with our Embraces! [ Embracing Lady Townly, 
Lady Toaun. What Words ! what Love! what Duty 
can repay ſuch Obligations ? 


Lord Town. Preſerve but this Deſire to pleaſe, your - 


Power is endleſs ! | | 
Lady Town. Oh !——*till this Moment, never did I 
know, my Lord, I hada Heart to give you !. 


Lord Town. By Heav'n ! this yielding Hand,. when. 


firſt it gave you to my Wiſhes, pre ſented not a Treaſure 
more defirable! O Manly / Siſter ! as you have often 
fhar'd in my Diſquiet, partake of my Felicity! my new- 


born Joy! ſee here the Bride of my Deſires ! This may. 


be called my n | | 
Lady Grace. Siſter ! (for now methinks that name is 
dearer to my. Heart than ever) let me congratulate the 
Happineſs that opens to you. 
Man. Long,. long, and mutual may it flow 


Lord Toaun. To make our. Happineſs compleat, my. 


Dear, join here with me to give a Hand, that amply 
will repay the Obligation. I 
Lady Town. Siſter! a Day like this | 
Lady Grace, Admits of no Excuſe againſt the general 
Joy | [ Gives her Hand to Manly. 


Man. A Joy like mine deſpairs of Words 


to ſpeak it, | | 

Lord Toxwn. O Manly! how the Name of Friend en- 
dears the Brother! [ Embracing him. 

Man. Your Words, my Lord; will warm me; to de- 
ſerve them. | | 

' | Frnter @ Servant; 

very, My Lord, the Apartments are full of Maſque- 
Mders———— And ſome People of Quality there defire to 
ſer your Lordſhip, and my Lady. | 
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Lady Town, I thought, my Lord, your Orders had 
forbid this Revelling ? 
Lord Town. No, my Dear, Manly has deſir'd their 
Admittance to-night, it ſeems upon a particular Occ 
ſion Say we will wait upon them inſtantly. 

| | [ Ext Serwan, 

Lady Town, I ſhall be but ill Company to them. 

Lord Town. No matter: not to ſee them, would on x 
ſudden be too particular. Lady Grace will aſſiſt you to 
entertain them. | | 

Lady Town. With her, my Lord, I ſhall be alway 
eaſy. —Siſter, to your unerring Virtue, E now commit 
the Guidance of my future Days 


Never the Paths of Pleafure more to tread; 
But where your guarded Innocence ſhall lead. 
For in the Marriage-ſtate the World: muſt own, 
Divided — was never known. 
To make it mutual, Nature points the Way; 
Let Huſbands govern : Gentle Wives obey. [ Exit. 


— 


The SCENE. opening to another Apartment diſcovers 
à great number of People in Maſquerade talking all 
together, and playing upon one * Lady Wrong— 
head as a Shepherdeſs; Jenny as Nun; the Squire 
as a running Footman; and the Count in a Domini, 
* ſome Time, Lord and Lady Townly, with Lady 


race, enter ta them unmaſk” d. 


Lord Town, So? here's a great deal of Company. 

Lady Grace. A great many People, my Lord, but n0 
Company as you'll find for here's one now, 
that ſeems to haye a mind to entertain us. 

[4 Maſe, after ſome affeted Geſture, makes up tt 
Lady Townly. 

Maß. Well, dear Lady Townly, ſhan't we ſee you, 
by and by ? 1 5 

Lady Zewn, I don't know you, Madam, 
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Mat. Don't you ſeriouſly ? [1n a ſqueaking Tone, 
Lady Town. Not 1, indeed. 

Maſe. Well, that's charming; but can't you gueſs ? 

Lady Town, Yes, I could gueſs wrong, I believe. 

Maſe. That's what I'd have you do. 

Lady Town. But, Madam, if I don't know you at 
is not that as well? 

Maſs. Ay, but you do know me. 

Lady Toon. Dear Siſter, take her off o“ my Hands 
there's no bearing this, | [ Apart. 

Lady Grace. I fancy I know you, Madam. 

Maſe. J fancy you don't: What makes you think 

ou do? . 
i Lady Grace. Becanſe I have heard you talk. 

Maſe. Ay, but you don't know my Voice, I'm ſure. 

Lady Grace. There is ſomething in your Wit and Hu- 
mour, Madam, ſo very much your own, it is impoſſible 
you can be any Body but my Lady Trifle. 

Maſe. [Unmaſkting.] Dear Lady Grace! thou art a 
charming Creature. | 

Lady Grace. Is there no Body elſe we know here ? 

Maſe. O dear yes! I have found out fifty already. 

Lady Grace. Pray who are they? 

Maſe. O, charming Company! there's Lady Ramble 
Lady Rio Lady Kill. Car. Lady 
Squander- Lady Strip - Lady Pawwn_—m—_— 
and the Dutcheſs of Single- Guinea. 4.5 
Lord Toon. Is it not hard, my Dear! that 
People of Senſe and Probity are ſometimes 
forc'd to ſeem fond of ſach Company ? 

Lady Town, My Lord, it will always give 
me pain to remember their Acquamtance, bat 
none to drop it immediately, 

Lady Grace, But you have given us no Account of the 
Men, Madam. Are they good for any thing ? 

Maſe. O yes! you mult 2 Ealways find out them 
by their Endeavours to find out m. 

Lady Grace. Pray who are they * Wo 

Maſe, Why, for your Men of Tip-top Wit and Plea» 
 fure, about Town, there's my Lord —51t— 


Lord Arch ag Foung Brazen v Lord 


Apart. 
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Timberdown-————Lord Foint-Life——— and 
Lord Mortgage. Then for your pretty Fellows only—. 
there's Sir Powder-Peacock.—— Lord Lapwing,—Bill; 
Magpye Beau Frightful——Sir Paul Plaiſter- croaun, 
and the Marquis of Monkey-man. 
Lady Grace, Right! and theſe are the fine Gentle. 
men that never want Elbow-room at aw Aſſembly, 
_ Maſi, The reſt I ſuppoſe, ' by their tawdry hired 
Habits, are Tradeſmens Wives, Inns-of-Court Beaux, 
Jews, and kept Miſtreſſes. 3 
Lord Town.. At Admirable Collection 
Lady Grace. Well, of all our Public Diverfions, Iam 
amaz'd how this that is ſo very expenſive, and has ſo little 
to ſhew for it, can draw ſo much Company together, 
Lord Town, Ol if it were not expenſive, the better 
fort would not come into it: And becauſe Money can 
purchaſe a Ticket, the common People ſcorn to be kept 
| out of it. | E n it TW. 
14 Maſe, Right, my Lord; Poor Lady Grace I ſuppoſe 
| you are under the ſame Aſtoniſhment, that an Opera 
1 ſhould draw ſo much good Company. 

Lady Grace. Not at all, Madam: it's an eaſier matter 
ſure to gratify the Ear, than the Underſtanding. But 
have you no Notion, Madam, of receiving Pleaſure and 
Profit at the ſame 'Fime ? 

Maſe. Oh! quite none! unleſs it be ſometimes win- 
ning a great Stake; laying down a Hole, ſans prendre 
may __ up,. to the profitable Pleaſure you were ſpeak- 
ing of. | 
. Town. You ſeem attentive, my Dear? 

Lady Town. Lam, my Lord; and amaz'd 

at my own Follies, fo ſtrongly painted in ano- ( 
ther Woman.. b 
Lady Grace. But ſee, my Lord, we had beſt adjourn 
our Debate, I believe, for here are ſome Maſks that $ 
feem to have a Mind to divert other People as well as * 


Apart, 


themſelves.. | $, 
Lord Town. The leaſt we can do is to give them 2 hl 
glear Stage then. can” 


[4 Dance of Maſks here in varicus Characters. the | 
This was a Favour extraordinary. 1 
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Enter Manly. 


O Manly ! I thought we had loſt you. 

Man. I aſk Pardon, my Lord ; but I have been 
obliged to look a little after my Country Famil). 

Lord Town. Well, pray, what have you done with 
them ? | 
Man. They are all in the Houſe here, among the 
Maſks, my Lord; if your Lordſhip has Curioſity enough, 
to ſtep into a lower Apartment, in three Minutes PII 
give you an ample Account of them. 

won Town. 01 by all means: We will wait upon 


| "IT; he Scene fouts upon the Maſſes to a ſmaller Apartment. 


Manly re-enters with Sir Francis Wronghead. 


Sir Fran. Well, Couſin, you have made my very 


Hair ſtond on End ! Waunds ! if what you tell me be 
tue, Pl ſtuff my whole Family into a Stage-Coach, 
and trundle them into the Country again on Mondog 
Morning. 

Man, Stick to that, Sir, and we may yet find a Way 
to redeem all : In the mean Time, place yourſelf. behind. 
this Screen, and for the Truth cf what I have told you, 
take the Evidence of your own Senſes: But be ſure you 
keep cloſe till L n the Signal. 

Sir Fran. Sir! I'll warrant 1 my Lady, 


my Lady Wronghead { What a bitter Buſineſs have you | 


drawn me into? 

Ane Huſh.! to your Poſt here comes one Couple 
ready 
Sir F rancis retires behind'the Screen. [Exit Manly, 


Enter Myrtilla with Squire Richard. 


Squ. Rich. What! is this the Doctor's Chamber. 

Myr. Yes, yes; ſpeak ſoſtly. 

2 Rich. Well, _ . is he? 

Myr. He'll be ready for us preſently, but he ſays he 
can't do us the good Turn, without Witneſſes: So, when 
the Count and your Siſter come, you know. he and you 
may be Fathers for one another. 
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Squ. Nich. Well, well, Tit for Tat! ay, ay, that 


will be friendly. | ne 
Myr. And ſee! here they come. | lik 
Enter Count Baſſet, and Miſs Jenny. fn 


Count 34. So, ſo, here's your Brother, and his Bride, 
before us, my Dear. | 
Fenny. Well, I vow my Heart's at my Mouth ill! 
J thought I ſhould never have got rid of Mama! but 
while ſhe food. gaping upon the Dance, I gave her the 
ſlip! Lawd! do but feel how it beats here. 
Count Ba. O the pretty Fl tterer! I proteſt, my 
Dear, you have put mine into the ſame Palpitation ! 
Jenny. Ah! you ſay ſo— but let's ſee now 
O Lud! I vow it thumps purely well, well, I ſee it 
will do, and ſo where's the Parſon? n 
Count Baſ. Mrs. Myrtilla, will you be ſo good as to 
ſee if the Doctor's ready for us? 
"Myr. He only ſtaid for you, Sir P11 fetch him im- 
mediately. ina 2 
Jenny. Pray, Sir, am not I to take Place of Mama, 
when I'm a Counteſs? , 15 0 . | 
Count Ba/. No doubt on't, my Dear. | 
-  Fenny. O Lud! how her Back will be up then, when 
the meets me at an Aſſembly? or you and I in our 
Coach and Six, at Hyde-Park together? 
Count Baſ. Ay, or when ſhe hears the Box-keepers, 
at an Opera, call out—T he Count of Baſlet's Servant! 
Jenny. Well, I ſay it, that will be delicious! And 
then, mayhap, to have a fine Gentleman with a Star and 
what-dye-call-um Ribbon, lead me to my Chair, with 
His Hat under his Arm all the Way! Hold up, ſays the 
Chairman, and fo, ſays I, my Lord, your humble Ser— 
vant. I ſuppoſe, Madam, ſays he, we ſhall fee you at 8 
my Lady 2uadrille's! Ay, ay, to be ſure my Lord, fays 
1. 


1 o in ſwops me, with my Hoop ſtuff' d up to en 
my Forehead! and away they trot, ſwing! ſwang! with la 
my Taſſels dangling, and my Flambeaux blazing, and wm 
Oh! its a charming thing to be a Woman of Quality: C 


Count Ba Well! I fee that plainly, my Dear, there“ 
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ne'er a Dutcheſs of 'em all will become an Equipage 
like you. | | 
7 Well, well, do you find Equipage, and Plt 
fnd Airs, I warrant you, | | 


L7 HAT tho' they call me Country Laſs, 
L read it plainly in my Glaſs, 

That for a Dutcheſs I might pals: 

Oh, could I ſee the Day! 

Would Fortune but attend my Call, 

At Park, at Play, at Ring and Ball, 

I'd brave the proudeſt of them all, 

With a Stand by———Clear the Way. 


4 


Surrounded by a Crowd of Beaux, 
With ſmart Toupees, and powder'd Clothes, 
At Rivals P11 turn up my Noſe ; 

Oh, could I ſee the Day! 
I'll dart ſuch Glances from theſe Eyes, 
Shall make ſome Lord or Duke my Prize; 
And then, Oh! how Þ'Il tyrannize, 

With a Stand by——Clear the Way. 


III. 


Oh! then for ev'ry new Delight, 
For Equipage and Diamonds bright, 
Luadrille, and Plays, and Balls all Night; 
Oh, could I ſee the Day ! Eq, 
Of Love and Joy Fd take my Fill, 
The tedious Hours of Life to kill, 
In ev'ry thing I'd have my Will, 
With a Stand ). Clear the Way. . 


Squ. Rich. Troth! I think this Maſquerading's the 
merrieſt Game that ever I ſaw in my Life ! Thof, in my. 
mind, and there were but a little Wreſtling, or Cudgel- 
playing naw, it would help it hugely, But what a- rope 
makes the Parſon ftay ſo ? | | 

Count Ba/, Oh! — he comes, I believe. 


— "Wt 
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Enter Myrtilla avith a Conflable. 


Conſe. Well, Madam, pray which is the Party thy Hul 
wants a Spice of my Office here ? 
Myr. That's the Gentleman, [ Pointing to the Ciuy, 
Count Ba/. Hey dey! what in Maſquerade, Doctor 
Conſt. Doctor! Sir, I believe you have miſtaken you 
Man: But if you are called Count Bayer, I have 1 
Billet-doux in my Hand for you, that wall ſet you right 
preſently, This 
Count Ba. What the Devil's the meaning of all this? er! 
Conft. Only my Lord Chief Juſtice's Warrant agu 
you for Forgery, Sir. 
Count Ba/. Blood and Thunder! 
Const. And fo, Sir, if you pleaſe, to pull off you 
Fool's Frock there, Pl] wait upon you to the next Jullic 
of Pence immediately. my 
Jenny. O dear me! what's the Matter? [ Tremblig. thi; 
Count Baſ. O! nothing, only a Maſquer ing Frolig, 
my Dear. Cou: 
Squ. Rich. Oh ho! is that alf? 
81 Fran. No, Sirrah ! that is not all. 
[Sir Francis coming ſoftly behind the Squire, kun 
him down with his Cane. 


Enter Manly. 


Squ. Rich. O Lawd! O Lawd ! he has beaten wi * 

Brains out! the | 

Man. Hold, hold, Sir Francis, have a little Mercy WM «tt, 
upon my poor 'Godſon, pray Sir. 

Sir Fran. Waunds, Coufin, I han't Patience. 

Count Saf: Many! nay, then Im blown. to the 140 quiet 

ſhip | 

Squ. Rich. O my Head! my Head! x, . 


Enter Lady Wronghead. 


Lady 2 What's the Matter here, Gentlemen", 
for Hav 2482 What are you mend fig my Children? La 
Conſt. No, no, Madam! no Murder! only a lite 

Suſpicion of Felony, that's all. 
Sir Fran, [To Jenny.] And for you, Mrs. Hot- upon 
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{ could find in my Heart to make you wear that Habit 
4s long as you live, you Jade you: Do you know, 
Huſly, that you were within two Minutes of marrying 
a Pickpocket ? - 23 ; 
Count Ba/. So, ſo, all's out, I find. [ Afrae. 
Jenny. O the Mercy! why, pray, Papa, is not the 
Count a Man of Quality then? 1 
Sir Fran. O yes! one of the Unhang'd ones, it ſeems. 
Lady Wrong. [| A/ide.] Married! O the confident 
Thing | There was his urgent Buſineſs then—--ſlighted 
for her! I han't Patience !——and for ought I know, 
have been all this while making a Friendſhip with a 
ghwayman! Nets 
Man. Mr, Canſtable, ſecure there. EDEN $f 
Sir Fran. Ah, my Lady! my Lady ! this comes of 
our Journey to London but now I'll have a Frolic of 
my own, Madam; therefore pack up your Trumpery 
his very might, for the Moment my Horfes are able to 
aw, you and your Brats ſhall make a Journey into the 
Country again. yy IAA 
Lady rang. Indeed you are miſtaken, Sir Franci. 
[ ſhall not ſtir out of Town yet, I promiſe you. 
Sir Fran. Not ſtir! Wannds ! Madam 85 
Man. Hold, Sir if you'll give me leave a little 
fancy I ſhall prevail with my Lady to think better onꝰt. 
Sir Fran. Ah! Couſin, you are a Friend indeed! 
Man. | Apart to my Lady.] Look you, Madam, as to 
the Favour you deſigp'd me, in ſending this ſpurious 
etter incloſed to my Lady Grace, all the Revenge 1 
have taken, is to have ſav'd your Son and Daughter 
tom Ruin——— Now if you will take them = __ 
* 


uietly into the Country again, I will fave your 
lip from Ruin. | 
Lady Wrong. What do you mean, Sir? 5 
Man. Why, Sir Franciz———»ſhall never know. what is 
this Letter; look upon it. How it came into my 
Hands you ſhall know at leiſure. 2 
Lady Wrong. Hal my Billit- dux to the Count & and 
Appointment in it! I ſhall fink with Confuſion! 
Man, What ſhall I ſay to Sir Francis, Madam? 
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Lady Wrong. Dear Sir, I am in ſuch a Trembling 
preſerve my Honour and I am all Obedience! 
| . | [ Apart to Manly, 
Man. Sir Franci. my Lady is ready to recein 
your Commands for her Journey, whenever you pfeat 
to appoint it. Y | 
8 Fran. Ah Couſin! I doubt I am obliged to u 
1m. | 
Man. Come, come, Sir Francis“ take it as you fil 
it. Obedience in a Wife is a good thing, though it wer 
never ſo wonderful !\—And now, Sir, we have nothing 
to do but to diſpoſe of this Gentleman. 
Count Baſ. Mr. Manly / Sir, I hope you won't rain me, 
Man. Did not you forge this Note for five hundrel 
Pounds, Sir. | 
Count Ba. Sir I ſee you know the World, an 
therefore I ſhall not pretend to prevaricate——PButt 
has hurt no body yet, Sir! I beg you will not fligns 
tize me! fince you have ſpoil'd my Fortune in oe 


Family, I hope you won't be ſo cruel to a young F C 
low, as to put it out of my Power, Sir, to make it . C 
another, Sir! Fr |; han 

Man. Look you, Sir, I have not much time to waſte 

with you; But if you expect Mercy yourſelf, you mu 5 

Hew-1t to one you have been cruel to. him 
Count Ba/. Cruel, Sir! Chi 
Man. Have you not ruin'd this young Woman? mol 
Count Baſ. I, Sir! | 1 
Man. I know you have——therefore you can't blame 

her, if, in the Fact you are charg'd with, ſhe is a prin 

cipal Witneſs againſt you. However, you have one | 
And one only Chance ta get off with. Marry her digg dat 
Inſtant— and you take off her Evidence. 1 
Count Ba, Dear Sir! ] 
Max. No Words, Sir; a Wife or a Mztimus. 1 
Count. Ba/. Lord, Sir; this is the moſt unmerciſiſ di 

Mercy ! EET ] 


Mar. A private Penance, or a Public one—Conſtable_iy abc 

Count Baſ. Hold, Sir ſince you are pleas'd to give ! 
my Choice; I will not make ſo ill a Compliment to 114 5: 
Lady, as not to give her the Preference. Fal 


—_— 
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Har, It muſt be done this Minute, Sir: the Chaplain, 
you expected is fall within Call. . 
Count Ba/. Well, Sir, —ſince it muſt be ſo - Come, 
Spouſe——1 am not the firſt of the Fraternity, that has 
un his Head into one Nooſe, to keep it out of another. 
Myr. Come, Sir, don't repine : Marriage is at worſt, 
hut playing upon the Square. | 
Count Ba/. Ay, but the worſt of the Match too, is 
the Devil. | 
Man. Well, Sir, to let you ſee it is not ſo bad as you 
think it; as a Reward for her Honeſty, in detecting your 
practices, inſtead of the forged Bill, you would have put 
upon her, there's a real One of five hundred Pounds, ta 
begin a new Honey-Moon with. [G ves it to Myrtilla, 
_— Baſ. Sir, this is ſo generous an Act. 
an. No Compliments, dear Sir—l am not at leiſure 
now to receive them: Mr. Conftable, will you be fo 
d as to wait upon this Gentleman into the next 
Room, and give this Lady in Marriage to him ? 
Conſt. Sir, V11 do it faithfully. | | 
Count Baſ. Well! five bum will ſerve to make a 
handſome Puſh with, however. 
[Exeunt Count, Myr. and Conftable. 
vir Fran, And that I may be ſure my Family's rid of 
him for ever come, my Lady, let's even take our 
Children along with us, and be all Witneſs of the Cere- 
mony. [ Exeunt Sir Fran. Lady Wrong. Miſs and Squire, 
Man, Now, my Lord, you may enter. 


Enter Lord and Lady Townly, and Lady Grace. 
Lord Town, So, Sir, I give you Joy of your Negos | 


tation, | 
Man. You overhead it all, I preſume ? 
Lady Grace. From firſt to laſt, Sir. 
Lord Toxwn, Never were Knaves and Fools better 
diſpos'd of. | 
Man. A ſort of Poetical Juſtice, my Lord, not much 
above the Judgment of a modern Comedy. 

Lord Toxwn. To heighten, that Reſemblance, I think 
Filer, there only wants your rewading the Hero of the 
fable, by naming the Day of | has Happineſs, 
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Lady Grace. This Day, to-morrow, every H 

hope, of Life to come, will ſhew I want not elne 

to complete it. ; 
. Man. Whatever I may want, Madam, 

ways find Endeavours to deſerve you. you ö 
Lord Town, Then all are happy. 


Lady Town. Siſter? I give you Joy! conf! 
the happieſt Pair can boaſt. ” ” a 


In you, methinks, as in a Glaſs, I fee 

The Happineſs, that once advanc'd to me. 
So viſible the Bliſs, ſo plain the Way, 
How was it poſſible my Senſe could ſtray ? 
But now, a Convert, to this Truth, I come, 
That Married Happineſs 1s never found from Home, 


PE 
Spoken by Mrs. Oldfield. 


Ethinks I hear ſome poauder' d Critics ſay; 
« Damn it ! this Wife Reform'd has ſpoil d the Play 
© The Coxcomb ſhould have drawn her more in Faſhion, 


Have gratify'd her ſofter Inclination, 
© Have tipt her a Gallant, and clinch*d the Prowecation. 
But there our Bard ſtopt ſhort : For *twere uncivil 
hade made a modern Belle, all o'er a Devil! 
e hop'd, in Honour of the Sex, the Age 
ould bear one mended Woman on the Stage. 
From whence, you fee by common Senſe's Rules, 
Wives might be gowern'd, were not Huſftands Fools, 
hate er by Nature Dames are pront to do, 
They ſeldom ſtray but when they govern you. 
When the wild Wife perceives her Deary tame, 
jo avonder then ſbe plays him all the Game, 
But Men of Senſe meet rarely that Diſaſter ; 
omen take Pride where Merit is their Maſter : 
ay, /be that with a weak Man wiſely lives, 
Fill ſeem t' obey the due Commands he gives ! 
appy Obedience is no more a Wonder, 
en Men are Men, and keep them kindly under, 
hat modern Conſorts are ſuch high-bred Creatures, 
They think a Huſband's Power degrades their Features; 
[bat nothing more proclaims a reigning Beauty, 
han that ſhe never was reproach'd with Duty: 
Ind that the greateſt Bleſſing Heawv'n e er, ſent, 
in a Spouſe, Incurious and Content. 
To give ſuch Dames a diff*rent Caſt of Thought, 
calling home the Mind, t4e/e Scenes were wrought. 
f with a Hand too rude, the Taſk is done, | L 


ot 
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e hope the Scheme, by Lady Grace laid down, 
ill all ſuch Freedom with the Sex atone, 
hat Virtue there unſoil'd, hy modiſh Arts 
Lorews out Attraction for @ Manly's Heart. 
Leu, You, then, Ladies, whoſe unqueſtion'd Lives 
we you the foremoſt Fame of happy Wives, 


Protect, for its Attempt this helpleſs Play; 

Nor leave it to the wulgar Taſte a Prey; 
Appear the frequent Champions of its Cauſe, 
Dira# the Crowd and give your/elves Applanſe. 
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Spoken by Mr. Wilks. 


UR Author of his Rural Muſe afraid, 

Calls in, To-night, plain Sonnet to his Aid. 
His Scheme, I told him, might ſome Judgment ſhew, 
Could he hawe call'd in Milful Voices too. 
To that he anſwer'd———Let your Sounds have Senſe, | 


0/4 England will with Engliſh Throats diſpenſe, 

And take what's well defign'd, for Excellence, | 

Tis not our nice Performance is the Thing; 

Good Songs will always candid Hearers bring; c 

Provided -e find Airs, whichthey Themſelves may Ang 

4n Engliſh Song, ill ſung, will pleaſe Good- nature: 

You've ſome Delight, to know you fing it better. 

If Songs are harmleſs Revels of the Heart, 

Why ſhould our native Tongue not bear its Part # 

Why after learned Warblers muſt aue pant, 

And doat on Airs, which only They can chaunt ? 

Methinks tæuere hard, if, in the chearful Spring, 

Were none but Nightingales allow'd to fing! 

The Lark, the Sparrow, and the plain Cuckooe, 

Have all an equal Right, to Chirp, and Wane : 

Ev'n France in that her Liberty maintains; 

ter Songs, at leaft, are free from Foreign Chains, 

nd Peers and Peaſants fing their native Strains. 

Time was, even here, when D'Urfey wamp'd a Song, 

The ſame the Courtier and the Cobler ſung. 

What tho our Connoifſeurs may love Champaigne ; 

Muft never Engliſh Ale go down again | | 

Muſt no Mouths drink, but what at Taverns dine ? 

All Pockets reach not honeft Jephſon's Wine. | 

Since then, of late, you've given our Hopes ſome Ground, 

dince plain October has your Favour found, 

Why troth ! ev'n mend your Draught, aud let old Songs 
ge round. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ME N. 


Areas, a Nobleman of great Poſſeſſions ; 
in Arcadia, L Jur. Milk. 
Egon, his Friend, Mr. Harper. 
. * to Areas, in love with 7 Mr. Williams. 
This, Son to Ægon, in love with Tanthe, Mrs. T hurmond, 
Philauthus, a conceited SOIL Mr. C33} 
Courtier, pretending to Paftora, _ 


Corydon, an old Shepherd, Mr. Griffin, 

Cimon and Mopſus, Simple ee! in Mr. Miller. 
love with Pyillida, | Mr. Oates. 

Damon, an Inconſtant, 5 Mr. Ray. 


WO M E N. 


Tanthe, C [FEE Arcas, y Mrs. Cid ker. 
Paſtera, Daughter to Y Agon, Mrs. Lindar. 
Pbillida, . Corydon, ) Mrs. Raftor. 


SCENE, the Arcadian Fields. 
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T TAIL! to the rifing Day ! Hail! waking Nature, 
H Ye verdant Plains, ye Hills, and fertile Valleys, 
Ye lowing Herds, and fleecy bleating Flocks, 
Ye warbling Groves, and murmuring Fountains, Hail! 
Once yet again I ſee the annual Morn 
That gave me Birth, and counts me into Age. 
O! Phabus hear! God of refulgent Skies! - | Kyeels, 
All-glorious Ruler of revolving Light, 3 
Author of Medicine, and Immortal Song, 8 
Deign to receive theſe Thanks of Adoration ! 77 
Thanks for thy Courſe of rolling Years enjoy'd, 
That thus have, unafflicted, borne me through 
The various Periods of appointed Life! 15 
The Spring of Infancy, Summer of Youth, Tr” 
The reaping Autumn of experienc'd Man. 
Down for the Winter of unaching Age. 
Thanks to the Comforts of a — Bed, YE; 
Now ripening to the Joys of Love, and Virtue. 
duch are the Bleſſings from thy Beams recaiv'd, _. 
And theſe, O Phebus ! are the Thanks we pay thee. 

| Egon finging within, ER 
Hark ! from the Vale, I hear the jovial Voice 
Of Agen, blithe, and luſty as the Summer, 
Nor bending to the Burden — his Vears: 

£44 K 3 
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Jocund he comes, and chaunting to the Day, 
With n Gratulation — gon, Hail ! 


Eater Egon. 


Health, 2 the Bleſſings of the Morn be thine. 
Egon. Why ay, my Lord! this Day is bleſt indeed! 

| Tt gave you Life, and me the beſt of Friends; 

And to that Friend I owe my jovial Heart. 


- SIR L 
1 : Ye Nymphs, and Swwains, 
1 With Melody hail the Day; 
| Make Holiday round the Plains, 
All jolily Dance and play. 
T his happy, glorious Sun 
Gave to your F 22 a Lord, 
Of all your Hopes the Crown, 
And, to your Folds, the Guard, 
Let the Man 10 all fo dear 
With rural Pan be ſung: © 
Ta the next, and next . Year, 
Here may he live bleft and long. 


Arca. Thanks to thy Love: thy jolly Voice, tho' rough 
As is the Billow curling to the Beach, 
Revives the Images of Pleaſures. paſt, 
When Mirth and Revels were excus'd by voutk. 
Agon. Excus'd by Youth, my Lord! You make me 
Is there a ſtated Time, in this ſhert Life, * 
That makes it Wiſdom to be fad, 
Or Weakneſs to be happy! No: 
Let Policy, or Guile, diſguiſe their Face! 
But Honeſty dares hold it to the Sun ! 
May we have Cauſe for Gladneſs, and not ſhew it ? 
Was't not this happy Day that gave you Birth? 
Are you not Lord of theſe Arcadian Plains? 
Where, like the Subſtitute of Heav'nly Power, 
. You Gole the Bleſkngs yo from thence receive, 
- v4 And make-a People, b 3 your Bounty, . 
4 Vet not more bleſt by Bounty, than E 
| Your Life has — thoſe Virtues, you — 
And is not this a Cauſe far general Joy? 
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Are you not ſtill the ſame belov'd Lord Arca:? 
Are you not ſtill that honeſt Nobleman ? 
Arcas. Suppoſe me fo—— 
Agon.—Why then, my Lord let thoſe _ 
Be ſad, who never wore but half that Title! 
Let our Corinthian Lords be Grave, and Graceleſs : 
The privilege of Honeſty is Mirth'! | 
Arcas. Yet Charity becomes the Chearful too: 
Agon. Mine, Sir, begins, where their Court-friendſhip 
At home: Therefore I {ay we're happier Men, (ends, 
Yet only Happy, as we're better too : 
Shall Virtue then not taſte her Benefits ? 
Shall only Knaves and ſpendthrift Heirs be jovial ? 
The Chearfulneſs of Knaves 1s Impudence ! 
Have Courts a Joy, like ſound Integrity ? 
When they ſhew that, I'll own 'em wiſe; till when, 
Let us be plainly pleas'd with Happineſs. 
Arcas. O Age were I capable of Envy, 
Thy turn of Mind would tempt me to repine ! 
Why have not I this chearful Taſte of Life! 
Why ſeems my Plenty lefs than thy ſmall Store ? 
What are my Wants ? where are my Wiſhes bounded ? 


And yet | 


'T were happier to be gon, than be Aras. 

Agon. You make me triumph o'er your Learning | 
You, who have all Philoſophy can with, 
Have made a Man much happier than yourſelf, 
By giving him a 'I'ythe of your Peſſeſſions. 

Arcas. Would'ſt thou have more? 

gon. More than enough, Sir? No. 
To crave, is Poverty; Contentment, Riches: 
Your Tythe's almoſt too much for m. 

Arcas. Thus Riches, when not wanted, loſe their Name. 


Agon. And when poſſeſs d by Prodigals, their Power. 


Even ſo it is, not Wealth, nor Wiſdom, Sir, 
'Tis Conſtitution gives us Happineſs : iT 
Nature has made you penſive, and me ſanguine : 
You think your Virtues are a wiſe Man's D uty, 

And therefore wear them you a ferions Brow y: 
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Now, Sir, the few that I can boaſt, I think | 
Are bleſſings too, therefore as ſuch, enjoy them, 


AIR II. 


He that wears a Heart © 
Void of Art, 
Has Toys unknown 
To the greateſt Men; 
Who, Nine in Ten, 
Beneath their Greatneſs grean. 
Riches are fine Things, 
T hat have Wings, 
And will axvay : 
But an honeſt Mind 
Mill ever find 
Content will with it ſtay. 
He, whoſe open Soul is clear 
From Fraud, Diſguiſe or Guile, 
May all the Frowns of Fortune bear, 
Aud at ber Malice ſmile. 
Greatneſs that would make us Grave, 
I but an empty Thing 


* , 


What more than Mirth would Mortals have? ? 


The merry Man's a King. 
But he that by Deceit, 
Dares to be meanly Great, 
Will fnd, in his counting up, 
What did mount him up, © 
Will make him many Foes, 
Greater far than he knows, 
Whom nought will gratify, 


Wo Words will ſatisfy, 
Dill he low lies again, 


Newer to riſe again: 
Whe then will exvy his Fate? 


But he that by Deceit, &e. 


What! not a Note, not anſwer to my Ditty ? 
Arcas. Excuſe me, if I taſte not now thy Muſe, 
Nor join thy Carols, with my uſual Glee, 
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Agen. Nay then, my Lord, there's ſomething loads 
your Mind: - 
You wrong my Friendſhip, if you hide your Griefs. 
Give me my Share! Out with the worſt at once. 

Arcas, Griefs I have none, but I confeſs have Fears, 
And Doubts that fill me with Anxiety. ; 
Have we not each our Children's Happineſs 
In Care? The Criſis of their Fate is now. . 
gon. And why, Sir, ſhould you doubt their maps k ? 
Have not our Precepts grounded them in Virtue ? | 
Has not indulgent Nature given them Beauty ? 

And our Arcadian Manners Innocence ? 

Have they not been, from Infancy, Companions? 
Their Leſſons, *Labours, and their Sports the ſame? 
Have I not watch'd them with a jealous Eye? | 
Yet never found a Warning to ſuſpeR them. 

At length, their blooming Friendſhip pays its promiſe, 
Obeys the Seaſon, and matures to Love. 

Whence then this anxious Doubt of their Miſdoing? 

Arcas. Perhaps, dear Ægon, Im too diffident: 

For though we've chang' d our Children, to prevent 
In mine the conſcious Pride of Birth; in thine, 

To aid with Birth, the Sentiments of Virtue: 

Yet Nature ſtill may be miſ-led by Fortune: 

Thus mine, believing gon is their Sire, 

With Views of Intereſt may diſſemble Love, 

Which unſuſpicious Innocence may hear; 

do thine, ſuppoſing Arcas is their F ather, 

in ſcorn, to mingle with inferior Blood, 

May flight thoſe Virtues, which deferve their Love. 

Agen. Theſe Apprehenſions 1 in Courts be juſt: 
But here, where Love without Ambition reigns, 

Tis not high Birth, or Lands, or number'd Flocks ; 

But wealth of Virtue 3 in the Fair and Young, 

1 gives the Nymph her Charins, the Swain his Merit. 

AIR III. - 

Let Wealth and Power enflave the Great, 
ere Hearts are barter'd for a Name. 

Here Lowe alone can Love create; oe 
And Truth ſupplies 2 laſting Flame. * © 
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Arcas. Still, I'm inclin'd to have their Virtue proved 
True Love is better known, by Grief, chan Joy, 
As Hope is often meaſur' d by our Fear. 
| Therefore (but not without my Friend adviſing) 
I have fome Thoughts of offering thy Paſtora 
The noble Philemon's Heir, the gay Philautus, 
Poliſh'd in Courts, and ſxill'd in Vanities 
If then her Heart can ſtoop to ſuch a Lure | 
Agen. E take your Meaning; and as juſt approve it; 
If, when you offer. to her Arms. Philautus, 
She ſhews a Fear, that you may force her Will, 
That Fear will force her Love to own Amyntas - 
If ſhe admit Phalauthus, Amyntas, then, 
Will well eſcape a Maid, below his Love, 
And the proud Girl with her own Choice be puniſht: 
Then, let her hence, to blaze in Courts: Vain Wives 
And ſhallow Huſbands are no Monſters there. 
Arcas. Yet hope a better Conſequence : The Maid 
Wants no Attraction, that.commends her Sex. 
Nor do I name Philauthus, that I doubt her; 
But that her Virtue may have Luſtre from her Choice, 
And, to Philautus, poor Amyntas be preferr'd. 
gon. My Life then, anſwer, that her Choice contents 
The gaudy tinſel Merit of Philautus [you; 
Will have a tarniſht Hue, to your 4Amyntar Virtues 


„ . 
Our Nymphs on the Plains 
Among. Swains 
Have their Joys, that no Courts ewer gave © 
Where the married in Chains, | 
And long Trains, 
Carry Serrow,. in Pomp, to their Grave. 


Areas. Thy Confidence, my Friend, has quell'd my 
Be then, for Anyntas ſake, Paftora provid; [Fears 
But we have ſtill our younger-born unfixt | 
How ftand we there in Hope ?— | 

Egon. w— If I gueſs right, 
A tender Paſſion too is kindling there: 
danthe ſeems of late reſerv'd to Ibis e 
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The Youth more penſive, and the Nymph more gay: 

The 4ifual Conſequenee of Love declar'd, 

And Love with maiden Medeſty àpprov'd. 

dhe flies, 'tis trüe, but flies to be purſu'd; 

And urges the Purfuit, to ſound his Love. 

Afcas, Let him pufſus: I Would not wiſh the Maid 
Should on his Summons, yield to h, Birth. 

Agon. But ſee; Amyntus comes; from him perhaps 
More may be gather'd to aſſiſt our Meaſures. | 
Auna he! Whither ſo faſt my Son # © 

7e them Amyntas, 

Amyn. Paſtora tells me, Sir, a favourite Lamb 
I; mifling from her Flock. At her Requeſt 
| to the neighbouring Felds am hying.—— 

Hgon, ————t ay; 
| have a while, my Son, to talk with thee. 

You ſee, my Lord, even Maids in Love ate 

Woers. N 

Paſtora would, but eannot, hide her Flame. 

How amorouſly Coy ! This Hint betrays it. > 4 

A Lamb is ftray'd--why his the Charge tofindit? art. 

Her Heart, ſhe means; her Breaſt te Fold that | 

loſt it! u. n 

Vet he, fond Vouth, in honeſt Fear miſtakes her. 

Arcas, The modeſt Eover recommends his Flame: 
But to our other Pon 

Agon. Come near, Amyntat. 5 

Aryn. Health and the Rays of many a ſmiling Morn, 
Like this, prolong the Days of Arca. N : 

Areas. Amyntas, I am Debtor to thy Love. 

Agon. I have obſerv'd of late, Lord Arcas' Son, 
Young Ip hit, holds thee near his Heart, Amyntas : 

Of courſe, his Joys and Cres are known to thee, 

Now then, be juſt, my Boy, anfwer directly; 

Has he yet evef told thee, that he 16v'd? b 
4myn. Never——he never told me, that he lov'd. 
gon. Amyntas, thou repeat'ſt my Words, as hou 

Woul&# hold me to ther Hitteral Senſe : take heed! 

Lvade not what I means S | 
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Anyn.—I take your Meanin * 
My Father knows, what's ſit A Son ſhould a 

Agon. Know'ſt thou then ought unfitting me to aſk} 

Amyn. .YourQueſtion then, Sir, would require no Anſwer, 

gon. How! ſo blunt! Am I not thy Father, Boy! 

Amyn. Such, Sir, mydaily Prayers to Heaven, confeſs you, 
Nor ſhall my Father ſigh, that I'm his Son. 

Arcas. * generous Youth thy Father ſighs—to ow 

- thee. 

gon. Whence are cheſe half Replies ? be full 2 
And tell me what thou know'ſt of Jobis Love. 

Amyn. The Precepts you have taught me reach no farther. 
Pardon my Doubts ; for I am yet to learn, | 
That Duty can diſpenſe with broken Friendſhip. 

Till he declares he loves; am I to accuſe him? | 
gor. Dareſt thou not make thy Father Judge of what 
May wrong thy Friend ?——. | 

Amyn. I dare: I've told my Fears: 

If they're unjuſt, condemn ; if not, forgive them. 

Arcas. The faithful Boy! Agon, I muſt embrace him! 
| Believe me, Youth, thy deareſt Father's Arms 
Ne'er held thee to his Heart with fonder Joy. 

Excuſe him, Friend— 

gon. What you applaud, my Lord, 
Needs not Excuſe 

Arca. 0 Agon] Friend indeed! 

How fhall I thank thy care for ſuch a Son,— (Ae 
Thy Fear, Anyntas, to unfold thy Friend, 
Commends thy Truth, and merits his Eſteem. 
However, to preſerve thy Faith unblemiſh'd, _ 

I give thee, with my Hand, my Word, whate er 
Thy Candour ſhall inform me of his Love, 

My Boy ſhall never think a Wrong to him, 

Nor find, from me, Occaſion to reproach thee. 

Amyn. This, Sir, unties my Tongue; my inmoſt Thought, 
Like a fair Volume open to your Reading. | 

Arcas. Thou ſaidſt he never told thee, that he lov'd? 
Amyn. Never- | 
Arcat. et thou believeſt his Grief is Love? 
Arn. Alas, my Lord, a Youth ſo happy in 
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His Sire, ſo fam'd for Virtue, Birth, and Feature, 

What ſtrange Misfortune can diſturb, but Love? 

Arcas. Speak without Fear l Love is a venial Frailty. 

Amyn. Tis true, when kindled by an Object worthy : 
But Nature calls not Wiſdom to her Council, | 
And ſometimes chuſes witlr a youthful Eye. 

Agon. Be brief, and name the Nymph, that has 

. engag d him. 2 14 

Anyn. Let me not wrong him, Sir; I may miſtake 
Her Name, which yet I have declin'd to know. | 

Agon. What were thy Reaſons to avoid that Secret? 

Amyn. Becauſe I fear'd, if known, my Duty might 
Compel me, at the riſque of his Eſteem, | | 
To inform a tender Father of his Weaknefs. 

Arcas. Thou then haſt Cauſetothink his Paſſion blameful & 
Anyr. What ſhall T ſay? For you, my Lord, are twice 
My Sire, a Father to my Sire, and me! 

Nay more, you honour him with Friendſmp t 

I too have a Friend, and would deſerve him? 

O whom ſhall I obhge? whom dare t' offend? 
Arcas. Neither, 4myntes 3 both ſhall be oblig'd. [me. 
A myn. Pardon my Doubts ; but fince your Word ſupports. 

Take my Suſpicions, as my Eyes have caught them. 
Arcas, Give me the Nymph, whom.thou ſuſpect'ſt he 

loves.. . | 

Amyn. Since I muſt ſpeak - Jantbe, Sir, my Siſter, 
With undefigning Charms, I fear, has ſeiz?d  — - 
His youthful Heart ; yet ſhuns the glorious Prize. 

Areas, Tis well, Amyntas—-I am ſtill in Temper + 
And fince my Word has wrought thee to this Truſt, 
Dareſt thou yet make me farther Creditor, 
And, by a more implicit Faith, oblige me ?. 

Amyn. A Confidence in you, is ſcarce a Merit; 
Favours when aſk'd, by Virtue, are conferr'd. 

Arcas. Thus then, Anynta hen thou find' ſt my Son, 
In friendly Converſe, would diſcloſe his Love; | 
Incline to hear him, and condole his Sorrows : 
But when he names Janthe, as their Cauſe, . 
Turn to Amazement, and reprove his Weakneſs ! 
Diſlike, object, diſcourage, blaſt his Hope! 
Urge my Diſpleaſure, and Lantbe's Scorn | 


— 
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Recount Exa s of Clandeſtine Lore, | 
| Whoſe joyleſs Hgurs have groan'd in live-long Wor, 
Set all the Terrors of Diſtreſs before him, | 

And leave the Guidance of his Fate to me. 


Amyn. My Lord, you have bound me to a mourn ful Taſk; 


But ſince I know your Nature juſt, and gentle, 
I will believe you AQ like Heav'nly Power, 
That Strews our way to Happineſs, with 2,226 : 
Some wondrous Secret, fure, unripe for Birth, 
Tho' for a Seaſon wrapt in low'ring Clouds, 
Muſt break at laſt; and ſpread a golden Day. 
Arcas. Time ſuits not now, to give thee more, Ampatas: 
Let it ſuffice that Iphis is my Hope. 
Mean-while, ,we leave thee to thy Charge in hand. 
Be bfu to thy Truſt, and ſerve thy Friend. 
[ Exennt Arcas, and gon. 
> hid 4. ſtill! Vet where remains the Doubt, 
When Arcat has decla?'d I ſerve 0 Friend? 
But where's the Friend can help forlorn Amyntas? 
If Iphis, ſprang from noble B deſpairs 
Of Ris Jant he, born fo far below him; | 
What then Anyntas, —_ wretched Portion ? 
How muſt Paftera, ſhould ſhe know thy Love, 
Redouble all her Scorn for thee, and on 
A Brother's Heart revenge a Brother's Pain ? 
Yet why (fince Love was never deem'd a Orin). 
Should Virws fink abandon'd in Deſpair? 


r 
Lowe's a Tempeſt, Life the Ocean, 
Paſſions erofs the 75 1 ; 
Rude and raging the f tion, 
Virtae featle/s braves the Storm 
Storms and Tempeſts may blow over, _ 
And ſubfide ta gentle Gales; 
80 the poor de e/pairing Lower, 
When haſt hoping, oft prevaik. 
Lowe's a Tempeſt, &c. | 
But ſee ! ſad 1phis comes! with heaving Heart, 
And * * he filent ſtalks woes 


Li 


Il 


Lovs i# RID DIE. a2 
Lifting, with dewy Eyes, his Sighs to Heas'n! 

Within this Shade, unſeen, I may attend TRE 
His Mood, and farther knowo ferve him. I Amyn. retires, 


Enter Iphis. ED 
Iphis, N why, fond. Wretch, didſt thou avow th 


Was not her Friendſhip more than Love could merit? 
To every Wiſh, that Innocence could form, gon 
Alternate Kindneſs, flowing from the Heart, 
Fil'd up the Meaſure of our ſocial Hours. 
When to ſome diſtant Hill the Sports have call'd 
The ſmiling Fair, unknowing of her Charms 5 
Thought it no Boon, to truſt thee with their Treafures. 
But now, O fatal Avarice of Love! | 1 
To what Reverſe of Fortune art thou fallen! 
Now, at thy Sight, thy Cold Companion flies; 
Or heedleſs paſling, with a downcaſt Eye, 
Contracts her Beauty from thy pining Senſe, 
Offended at their Power to wound, or cure 
O 1phis/ now farewell thy Joys! farewell thy Peace! 
Here, to the Muſick of this gurgling Brook, 
Join thy faint. Voice, and tell the Woods thy Woe. 
The flitting Winds perhaps may catch the Sounds, 
And waft them to lanthe's Ear. 
AIR VI. 
While my Love was a Steret, no Swain 
Was ſo bleſi, or fo fawour'd,. as I; 
No Paſtime delighted the Plain, | 
But Ianthe, with Iphis would bye. 
When J wreftÞd, or Brand for the Race, 
Her Boſom heav'd Wiſhes for mae 
When I won it, foe bluſht with fuch Grace, 
And Cry d——O ! the Garland's for Thets 
But alas ! fence my Flame I reveal'd, 
All ber Kindneſs is turn d to Diſdain; 
If for Eyes me, foe flies ver the Field, 
Or bids the Winds hear me comp lain. 
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Hen the Nymphs, to my Sorrows more kind, _ 
Reproach the hard Heart of the Maid; 
From her Anger this Anſwer they find, 
& Fond Love, my Friendſhip betray'd, 
| Amyntas returns. 5 
\ Amyn. 1 have attended, Iphis, to thy Sorrows, 
And now,. no longer can ſuppreſs the Friend : 
Give me thy Grieſs at large, and eaſe thy Heart. 
Tphis. Amyntas! have 1 ſtill a Friend, in thee? 
A Friend, with whom I may repoſe my Grief? 
A Friend, that will with Candour hear, 
And chide me with Compaſſion ? 234 
Amyn. Yes, a Friend, 
That comes prepar'd, determin'd to aſſiſt thee. * 
Name, then, the Nymph, that thus has robb'd thee of 
Thyſel | | | 
Iphis. Need I repeat what every Grove 
Has heard, what almoſt every Tree records ? 
Rip up wy TO and read [anthe there! 
Amyn. My Siſter! is it poſſible ! Janthe! 
Tphis. She, ſhe, Amyntas, has reſolv'd my Ruin, 
Amyn. Let me ſuppreſs my Wonder, till I hear 
Thy Tale : unfold, from firſt to laſt, the Spring, 
The Progreſs; and the Iſſue of thy Hopes. 
Ipbis. Hear and lament my Fate! will not dwell, 
Amyntas, with a Lover's Fondneſs, on 
Tanthe's Charms, tho? on that one Theme 
O I could talk whole Midnight Moons to waining. 
 Amyn. Proceed: my Patience ſhall indulgethy Fondnefs, 
Iphit. Ere yet I was ſuſceptible of Love, 
Or that her Charms unblown could fear the Lover, 
A ſympathetick Friendſhip join'd our Hearts, 
Our Innocence inſeparable paſs'd our Days: 
Nature, at length, with ſoft Maturity  *' 
Spread o'er my youthful Cheek the Manly Down : 
Then, with unuſual Pulſes beat my Heart; 
New Wiſhes found new Euſtre in her Charms, 
And, on my gazing, Sighs uncalld-would riſe : 
And yet, alas! ſo innocent my 'Thoughts, - 
E knew not, then, twas Love; nor till this Hour 
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Perhaps had known, but that a fatal Proof 
(Tho at the Time tranſporting) ſince confirm'd it. 
Amyn. Tranſporting | Ha! let me conceive thee, his. 
Ipbis. Miſtakeme not; the Proof, tho'{weet, was harmleſs. 
Anyz. Forgive my Fear, I ought t' have thought it ſo, 
Purſue thy Tale—— - 12 5 a 
Ipbis. It happen'd, on a Day, 
Paftera, fair Tanthe, and myſelf | TED 
Their Guide, returning wearied from the Chace, | 
Accepted, from a neighbouring Swain, Refreſhment. 
There as within the Honey-ſuckle Bower 7 8 
We lay, whoſe waving Sweets enrich'd the Air; 
A careful Bee, providing for the Hive 8 
With buſy. Toil, from Flower to Flower, flew round us; 
Paſtora fearful of his Flight, with Blows 4 
Miſ-ſpent in Air, diſturb'd his Diligence: \ 
The Inſe& thus provok'd, with ſudden Rage, $4 
Darts on her Cheek his ſharp invenom'd ww, : 
The ſhrieking Maid, in Tears, deplor'd her Pain; 
When kind Janthe to her Succour ffleyp, 
And to the fiery Wound her Balmy Lips WEL: 2 
Apply'd; Then ſolemn to the Ear, ſhe ſung 
Verſes of holy and myſterious Meaning, 12 
(A Charm bequeath'd her by the Sage Fudocia :. 
On this the angry Tumour was difpell'd, | 
And to her Cheek the uſual Roſe return'd. 
4nyn, Happy Relief! have magick Notes ſuch Power ? 
but O methinks I feel Paftora's Pain! 
[phis. Who would not bear the Pain, to taſte the- Cure? 
No, Amyntas, I rather. muſt believe _ + .- | 
The Charm receiv'd its Virtue from Janthe :. 
for, ſure ! ſuch Lips whate'er they touch, muſt heal. 
Amyn. But, Iphis, how couldſt thou perceive, from 
That Love had ſeiz'd thy Heart: ke, 
Ipbis. - Attend the Sequel. 
Vhile I ood: Witneſs of the charming Cure, 
| aw ſuch humid Fervour on her Lips 
duch willing Fondneſs ſparkling: from her Eyes, ö 
Heard the ſweet chirping Sound of every Kis, 
With ſuch Delight—L wiſh'd the Wound-my'own,' 
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le length ſo painful grew my tender Longing,- - - 
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That, on a ſudden burſting from the Bowef, 

In ſeeming Anguiſh covering with my Hand 
My Face, Lwrith'd like one in mortal Pain: 
The Cauſe inquir' d, 1 to /anthe cry d, 
Another Bee had piere d my raging Lip. 

She, unſuſpicious of her Skill betray'd, 

Her Innocence unhluſfüng at her Art, 

With ſweet Convulſion drew my healthy Lip 
To hers, unkuowing of the Joys I ſtole ; ' 

No Malady ſſie found, but what ſhe gave, 
A thouſand Stings ſhe ſhot into my Heart, 
Which — her Scdtn denies to eure. 
Amyn. What on the Inſtant follow'd this Proceeding? 
Ibis. As to our Home we 0hward took the way, 

I fondly ſmiling own'd the happy Fraud, 

Exulted on the Joy her Lips had given, 

And, to exeufe the Fact, impeach'd my Tove 

At this, a red Confuſion fluſh'd her Cheek; 

575 Anger darted from her flaſhing Eyes. 
Till mute Concern diſtill'd « falling Tear, 
Nor Prayers, Excuſe, or Penitence prevail'd : 
For, from that Moment, never would ſhe ſpealt, 
Regard, converſe, or; anavoided; bear —_© 

ATR VII. 
I orice beltev'd, ert ſhe con'd hate, 
Kind Nature wou'd her Laws undo, 
© Tat Doves wor'd with the Folrons matt, 
Or Falcons to the Doves be true. 
. But, to my Ruin, now I fee, 
©." The fofteft Heart is hard tome.” 


Nor can 1 blame her, Iphis; | 


With Grief, I own thy Story has deceiv'd me ; 

Were theſe thy:tender Motives for my Pity? 
Fond Youth, thy wanton Fraud was too hcentious ; 
What lefs, than Scorn, could Maiden Shame return, 
For injur'd Truth, and Innocence betray'd? 
Ipbis. OI Amma then 1 am loſt indeed! 
Reprov'd, by thee too, F myſelf condemns _ 
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To merit her Diſdain is Miſery 
Compleat — ——+. 
Amyn.——Nay then I ſtill muſt pity thee! 
Thy Reſignation yet recalls the Friend, 
And ſooths the jealous Brother to forgive. 
[;his. O then confirm it by the deareſt Proof, 
And ſoften, to my Sighs, Tanthe's Heart. 
Anyn. No, Ipbis; to confirm the Friend ſincere, 
Apainſt thy Love I muſt ſupport thy Virtue: 
Thy Duty, Honour, Intereft, and thy Fame, 
With Force invincible, oppoſe thy Hopes: 
Therefore, in time, fond Youth, reſtrain thy Paſſion. 
Fix on ſome Beauty equal to thy Birth. 
Preſerve the Fountain of thy Blood unſtain'd, 
And leave Jauthe to inferior Hearts. 
Ipbis. Thy Words, Amyntas, like a Ponyard pierce me. 
Amyn. 'Thy preſent Pain ſecures thy Future Peace. 
Iphis, Can I have peace, without {azthe's Love ? 
Anyn. Canſt thou be happy with diminiſh'd Honour? 
Iphis, Where Virtue is, the proudeſt Birth may bow. 
Amyn.Takeheed,raſh Youth!thouhaſtanhigh-bornSifter: 
How, in her Heart, wou'dſt thou approve theſe Precept? 
Iphis. As thou would ft-ither Lover would applaud *em. 
Amyn. As I wou'd ! I miſtake thee ſure ; explain. 
Iphis. Suppoſe Amyntas for Paſfora burn'd, 
Suppoſe Paſtora ſhou'd approve his Flame; 
Then aſk of. Love, what wou'd Amyntas do ? 
Amn. Admit me frail—were that a Plea for Jobis? 
He probes me to the Heart | ſure he ſuſpects not, 4 , 
| muſt avoid the Subject, and retire, _ 6 {des 
Ipbis. Howe'er my Friendfhip is inclin'd, 
Compaſſion muſt not cancel Obligations: 
Thy noble Father is our Honſe's Patron: 
To ſerve thy Love were to invade his Honour ? 
Therefore be early warn'd, and rein thy Paſſion, 
Return to Duty, and abjure Janthe. f 
IR VIII. 
Fly, when ſhe charms thee ; 
Virtue alarms ther: 
Oppo/e her Beawty,  — 
With Fame and Day - 


— * =y 


. * 
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Lowe without Honour ig the Bane of ous Toys: dre 


nd } 


When Beauty's blaſted, By m: 
Lowe is ſoon waſted ; ith, 
Honour's @ Bleſſing 


Out-lives poſſeſſing * | 
The Laurel of Fame no Thunder deſtroys, 
Fh, when &c. [Ex. Amy 


Ibis. Perſuade the Seas in Tempeſts to be calm! 
Forbid the vernal Flowers to blow——their Sweets 
To ſmell, or Seaſons to regard the Sun ! 

Such is the Power of [phzs to recede : | 

To change is the Relief of luke-warm Lovers: 
None can. be happy, but who dare be wretched ! 
Fortune may ſtarve, but never change my Love, Por w 


AIR IX ard KX. 


No, no, my Heart ! 
FHndure the Smart ; 
Whatever Pain 
| Her Eyes ordain, | 
J never-changing Love ſhall bear. 
From Charms ſo feveet 
T here's no Retreat; 
So juſt her Scorn, 
| 1 fill muſt burn | 
The? doom d to ſure Deſpair. 
What tho her colder Eyes may grieve nt, 
| This Conſolation till I find, 
at 7 That, from my Sorrows, to relieve me, 
v8" $þ Kinder Fancy forms her kind. 
There, diſarm'd of coy Diſdain, 
Her yielding Sighs reward my Pain. 


| 0 Amyntas returns. 
Ae. Iphis, diſpel thy Fears; Amyntas is 
With Joy return'd, to gratulate thy Love. 
" Jphis, What means my Friend? | 
Enter Arcas. 


Aupr. Lord Arcas will inform thee. 
Ipbis. My Father? proſtrate let me thus revere him. 


— 
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Arcat. Ariſe, my Son !. recover ſo thy Heart, 
nd proſecute thy Love: Thy Friend Amyntas, 
By my Appointment, tempting thy Deſires, 
With ſuch fair Praiſes has adorn'd thy Truth, 
That my fond Nature earns to indulge thy Vows. 
Ind, as far as my paternal Sanction may, 
With Honour, in Jaxthe to compleat them. . 
Iobit. O kind Amyntas ! Didit thou thus deceive me? 
Arcas. I know the Treafures of her Mind, as thou - 
Her Charms; I know that Happineſs, in Love, 
Is not the Gift of Fortune, or of Birth. 
know that Honour is adorn'd by Virtue, | 
hat Title is, without it, but a Name: FEI 
herefore when Virtue prompts thy Heart to love 
For worldly Views, I give them to the Air! 

Ipbis. How ſhall my future Life deſerve this Goodneſsf 
) Anyntas { I breathe again! and my s 
Diſcordant Heart reſumes its Harmony! 


4A M8. 
Away, aWAay, Deſpair ! 


Leave me, Fear, 
Pining Care! : 
Of Hope a dawning Light, 
Kindly bright, 
Diypels my former Woes: 
Life is now ſoft Repoje z 
When Fears to Love Relief deny, 
By One ſubdu'd, a Thouſand fly ; 
When Hope is once in Sight, > 
All, all the reft is all Delight ! 


Scat. To give thee, Jobis, yet a farther Hope 
ton, her Father, knowing my Conſent : 

ad ratify*d thy Love, with Joy receiv'd 

de News, and warn'd Janthe of her Conqueſt. 

iis Moment he prepares her for thy Wiſhes, 

id brings her, bluſhing, to receive thy Vows. 

bits. O ſweet Relief! O unexpected Joy 

Arcar. Now good Amyntas have I kept my Word? 
n. And doubly have rewarded my Obedience. 
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My Heart retreats, and trembles to be heard. 
Arcas. Who ſears t offend, takes the firſt ſtep to pleaſe, 
1phis. But I, ip ſuch high Nature have oftended— 
Arcas, Where the Offence is Love, the coldeſt Maid 

Seldom exacts Repentance——ſee the comes 

By her fond Father's Hand conducted—cheer thy Hear, 


Enter gon leading Ianthe, avho fand, ſome time film: 
Iphis Anecling at 4 ' erat 
AIR XII. 
Egon. A levely Nymph, and Swain, 
WE At once adorn'd the Plain, 
| For whom the reſt, in vain, 
3 a Lowe «were figbing. 
- No Laſs, aubo faw the Touth, 
But found her Heart in footh 
All over Flame and Truth, 
And , for Him dying ne 5 
Bat Ob! the Bey 
To all vas coy, 
For he but one defir'd ; 
. The Nymph by all admir d 
Made him ſurrender. 
The dainty Nymph, it ſeems, 
Was farther, in Extreams ; 
For tho) tis true, 
: $he could ſubdue 
The Heart of every Swain : 
Tet all purſu'd in vain ; | 
None ! none could bend her. 


Look there, my Darling 


Arcas. —— Fair Janthe ! 
Purn thy kinder Eye—— _ 
Amyn. O lend thy pitying Ear. 


Jan. Methinks I ſtand, like a poor hunted Deer 
Within the Toil, by lifted Spears ſurrounded. 
What is my Crime? Why am I here the Point 
Of public Gaze, the Mark of chiding Eyes, 
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ad general Reproach ? Whom have I wrong! d? 

ot /phis ſure ! Unleſs my Friendſhip was injurious: 
hat once betray?d, could I do leſs than end it? 

lis Crime (Oh that my Memory could loſe it!) 

ſooner ſhall forget, than dare to pardon. 

Iphis. Janthe, oh my Heart pines after thee! 

all our playful Hours of Infant Life, 8 

[hich almoſt Arm in Arm, our Innocence 

lighted, and delighting has enjoy'd, 

tkeſe my conſcious Pangs of Friendſhip loſt— 

lan. Thou haſt defil'd it, Tphis, by Deceit ! 

1his, O yet reſtore, reſtore me to myſelf; 

crgive, and call me to thy Friendſhip Home! 

lan. Twas once my Pride | remember d, tis my Shame. 
I1bis. Alas, our Friendſhip was the Bloom of Love 
nd Love the Promiſe of the Tree perſorm d. 

then the Fruit leſs pleaſing than the Flower ? 

lan. Yes—the white Hawthorn in its bloom is fragant, 
Fruit neglected, or the Food of Herds. + - 

Ibis. O yet forgive! and never ſhall ungovern'd Love, 
conſcious Word, or Look, offend thy Virtue. 

lar. That thou-haſt wrong'd meonee, is my Misfortune; 
| am twice deceived, - the Guilt be mine. [| Going. 
Agon. Tanthe, ſtay=——m — 1 [ She returns. 
Ibis. Are theſe, Amyntas, my 

eluded Hopes? [ He 185 and laans on Amyntas, 
Egon. No, I compel thee not. : 

ty Heart ſhall ever, in thy Love, be free. 

lan. Thus let my bending Knee be thankful! 

but my Heart is free ! Faſk no more. 

Agon. Free as thy Boſom-Thought— ; 

Arcas.— es, fair Jantbe, 

love'er my partial Fondneſe may regard 

don diftreſt, T Mall eſteem thy 52 M ET 
or, with thy, Father's Power, would chwart thy Wiſhes, | 
thou art injur'd, right thy Maiden Wrongs ;. 
Love wants Motives to compoſe thy Breaſt, 

te Voice of Power, or Intereſt, ſhall be neuter, 
id leave thee free · to pardon, or reſent. 

lan, If I were capable of hating Ipbis, 

Wu Goodneſs might remove it! No, my Lord, 


0 
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I am not yu ſo blinded by Reſentment, 
But that I can allow his Virtues fill 
Diffuſive to the World: Why then am TI 
Diſtinguiſh'd by Offence ? With Grief 1 ſpeak it, 
Why — thoſe Virtues only blameable 
To me 
Ipbis.—Could'ſt thou behold thy Eyes, Tanthe, 
Thy chiding Wonder of my Crime might ceaſe, 
Ian. Admit thy ill-plac'd F lattery were true, 
Is that Excuſe for Fraud, and injur d Kindnals ? 
For violated Faith, and ſenſual Inſult ? 
Tphis. How can the Guilt of 1þhis taint Janthe ? 
Ian. O weak Reply! 'tis not enough, that Maids 
Are innocent ; they muſt be Thought ſo too. 
And the, hoſe violated Modeſty 
Forgives, reſents with a diſſembled Anger. 


„ $% $: +" 
No, no, to pardon, were but approving 
All that the Guilt o 35 Lowe has done. 
Hearts that oerlook Offences in loving, 
To their own Ruin blindly run, 


No, no, to pardon, &c. 


Virtue relenting 
At humble repenting, 
Ts but Inviting Offence to go on. 
| No, no, to pardon, &c. 
HShe that diſpenſes 
With firſt Offences, 
But makes with Delight the Crime all her own, 
No, no, to pardon, &C. | 


Ipbis Lions and Tigers might be ſole tam'd, 
Than one obdurate Maid ! Some pitying God 
Look down, diſſolve her frozen Heart, relieve 
A Lover's Pain, and give her Eyes Compaſſion. 


AG KAI. - 


Cupid ! Intreat her. 
Relentleſs Creature ! 
| Muſt 1 ſigbied yield my Breath ? 
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Tan, No. 
Iphis. Have I leave to love.you ? 
Ian. No. © 
Iphis. Can my Ruin move you ? 
Ian. Ne. 
Iphis. In Pity, give me Life, or Death ! 
Ian. No, mo, no, 10. 
Iphis. O painful Station ! 
Hard-fated Pa ſſion 

Can Youth and Beauty, Nature defy * 
Ian. 1f Men have Right to Lowe, Mai ds have to fly. 
Iphis, upid ! intreat her, &c. 


[Iphis ?urning from Ianthe, dejeed, leans againſt a Tree, 
while Amyntas /cems to talk to her apart. 


Arcat. I-fear me, Ægon, we have gone too far 
linthe ſeems to triumph in the Power 
We gave, and ſtrains it to a Cruelty. turn; 
gon, Give Nature Time! This Tide of Power may 
Virgins grow ſeldom old, in Cruelty. | 
Their Tyranny is but a poor, ſhort-liv'd Flower; 
With Pride it blooms, but ſooner fades, than Beauty. 
Amyn. Tis true, Iantbe, thou art free to chuſe; 
But ſome thing ſeems to that Indulgence due : 
Thou ſeeſt the generous Arcas, and thy Father, 
Though they impoſe not, recommend at leaſt, 
And, in their Silence, chide thy Coldneſs. 
lan, Leave me to pauſe—Virtue ! to thee, thus far, 
Implicit have I paid Obedience! Now | 
vupport, and cover with thy Wings my Weakneſs. [ A/ide. 
Anyn. If ever, Iphis, now reſume thy Cauſe, _ * 
Ibis. Tanthe ! though my Fault confeſs'd deſpairs 
Of Pardon, let me hope my Puniſhment | 
At leaſt extends not to thy rooted Hate! 
Divide, if poſſible, the Lover from 
The Friend ; and to remember, that I, once, 
Was unoffending {pkis-wearthis Trifle. [ Offering his Crook, 
lan Accepted Preſents, Iphis, are for Hearts 
n Amity, and therefore ſuit not me: 
let fince, I find, the general Wiſh attends thee ; 
You, IV. oy T2 
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In Proof, at leaſt, that I * Reſentment, 
One Gift I will receive, and only one. 
Ipbis. O! quick pronounce thy Pleaſure, and relieve me. 
lan. Relieve thyſelf ; on thee Relief depends ! 
Now, if thou canſt, divine thy Life to come, 
For thus our Goddeſs has reſolv'd thy Doom |! 
Arcas. Agon! Amyntas, hear— 
Iphis.— My Soul attends thee! [Morn 
Zan. Know then, impatient to redreſs my Wrongs, this 
Before the Holy Shrine of chaſte Diana | 
I proſtrate threw me, and implored her Aid: 
The Goddeſs ſmil'd propitious to my Prayers, 
And to reſent the Stains of phis' Love, 
Theſe Words her ſacred Oracle pronounc'd. 


<< That which he cannot have, ſhall phis give; 
„ 'That, which thou canſt no. give, or he deſire: 
„That which he muſt not have, muſt thou receive, 
That! that's the Right thy preſent Wrongs require. 


_ Tþhis. What jangling Paradoxes rack my Brain! 
Arcas. Can Love thro' Riddles only reach 
Apart, 


their Hearts? | 
Agon. When I was young, I always found it ſo. 


lan. Till this, from [phis ſhe receive, 

« Tanthe never ſhall forgive. 

«« When Iphis plain this Riddle reads, 

Then to his Wiſh, his Love ſucceeds. 

«© Now turn thee, Iphis, to thy Art. 

„ Mean-while, like Friends compell'd, we patt, 
Iphis. Can Tphis from Tanthe fly? Ss 
Jan. Will 1phis, what ſhe aſks deny? 


AIR XV. 
Iphis. Thus the plantive Exile fighs, 
Doom'd to leave his naiive Spore. 
Ian. Thus the cheerful Merchant tries 
Seas and Winds, for golden Oar. 
Iphis. Winds, and Seas with gentle Gales, 
Sometimes wwaf? us to repoſe ; 
Bnt the baniſb' d Lower ſails, 
Wreck'd with every Wind that blows. 
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lan. Danger paſt delights he Mind; 
Life, if always calm, would cloy; 
In our proudeſt Hours, we find, 
Saweet Relief is all our Foy. 
Both. Sweet Relief, &c. 
Iphis. Death and Abſence are the ſame. 
lan. Abſence tries a conſtant Flame. 
Iphis. Conſtant Love ſhould find Reward. 
Tan. Lowe ſhould all Commands regard. 
Iphis. Truth and Love ſometimes perſuade. 
lan, Lowe and Fate will be obey'd. 


Both. 3 Pate [ and ] Love fo 47 Be obey d. 


Love Fate wil | 
| | [All but [anthe go off, 
Ian. *Tis done! his tender Paſſion is reveal'd. 
What I endure, lies here, a Load conceal'd. 
Call not for pity, Iphis, of thy Pain; 
Unleſs thy Thoughts conceiv'd what mine ſuſtain, 
My Love, by Pride ſuppreſs'd, was harder born 
Than all thy Anguiſh, from {anthe's Scorn. 
Unequal, Nature, are thy Laws ordain'd ! 
By thee, we're taught to love, by thee, reſtrain'd: 
While lordly Man no ſooner feels thy Fire, 
| Than he, unblam'd, avows the ſoft Defire, 
Melts with complaining Sighs our Hearts away, 
Till what, with Pain, we hide, our conſcious Eyes betray, 
MY [ Exit. 
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IR CAS and AG ON. 


An cas. 


Egon how ſhall I requite thy Love? 
Much for Amyntas' Virtue is thy Due; 
But for Ianthe more ! A Female Mind, 
do greatly rais'd above 2 humble Fortune, 
5 
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So juſtly jealous of her Maiden Fame, 

So warm, yet graceful, in her firm Reſentment; 

So fearful to forgive, ſo ſweetly loath 

To puniſh, where paternal Pity pleaded ! 

A Heart ſo finiſh'd in the Mold of Virtue 

Raiſes my Wonder high as my Content ! 

Theſe, Ægon, theſe are Bleſſings, from thy Care 

Deriv'd, which Arcas never can repay. 

Agon. Has not your equal Care of my Paftora 

More than repay'd the Debt of your 7anthe ? 

And does not /phis ballance your Amyntas ? 

Talk not of Obligations then, unleſs 

You would inquire, what Agon owes to Arcas ? 
Arcat. Let them be mutual then: what Virtue gives 

Is always ſo: When Friends, on Friends, confer, 

To give, or to receive, 1s equal Pleaſure. 

Now tell me, Ægon, ſpeak thy real Thoughts, 

What muſt we judge of cold Ianibe's Conduct? 
gon. That Education has aſſiſted Nature, 

And given her Prudence to conceal her Love, 

Areas, Her Love! why was the Riddle then impos'd? 

For, if ſhe loves, her Hopes are there in Hazard ? 

I Jobis never ſhould have Skill to ſolve it, | 

On her own Heart her Cruelty recoils. 

Agen. Tis true: but Nature is, in female Hearts, 

So ſhy, they ſometimes, will endure more Pain 

To hide, than to accompliſh, their Defires. 

Bur here, alas! the Danger's ſoon remov'd. 

Fis but her whiſpering ſome Boſom-ſriend, 

Who kindly may betray the Truſt to [phzs. 

Arcas. * Suppoſe ſhe never make that ruſt 
Agon.—————Kknow then, 

That I, myſelf, already have unty'd it. | 
Arcas. Tis more than I can reach; explain it 
gon, ——— NO. | 

Your Heart's to tender to. conceal it long. 

Yon, on the firſt Diftreſs of Iphbis, would aſſiſt him. 
Arcas. Well! take thy own Courſe, till proper time 

Now, Agon, turn we to our other Care. [demand it. 

Philautus is this Day arriv'd from Corinth 

In gorgeous Pomp, to make his Conqueſt ſure ; 
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The Fame, he tells me, of my Daughter's Charms, 
Hath drawn him from the Crow'd of Courtly Beauties, 
Whoſe Rival Hearts, in vain, have figh'd to hold him, 
To lay his Fortunes at Paſtora's Feet. 
Agon. This Froth and Vanity mult yield us Sport. 
Arcas. J leave his Follies, Agon, to thy Charge; 
Thy Jovial Tongue will play upon his Pride, 
And better ſound the Shallows of his Heart. 
But I muſt, as befits his Birth, receive him: | 
Nor, for his Father's ſake, muſt flight his Weakneſs, 
Paſtora ſhall be inform'd of his Arrival: 
Bring thou Amyntas to their Interview: 
Where, when he ſees, in form, the high Phi/autus 
By my own Hand preſented to Pz/tora, 
Then ſhall we prove, how far his ſecret Flame 
Can bear a Rival, or deſerve a Miſtreſs. 
gon. Firſt, let me treſpaſs on your gentle Patience: 
This way I ſee old Corydon advancing : 
He comes by my Appointment, to complain 
Of ſome Abuſe, that's offer'd to his Daughter; 
And hopes, that your Authority will right him. 
Arcas, Tis true! ſomewhat of this Pa/tora told me, 
Egon. He's here, with all the Parties, to attend you. 


Enter Corydon, Phillida, Cimon, Mopſus, Damon, and 
otber Shepherds. | 


Cor. May all our Gods preſerve the noble Arcas, 
Lord of our Lands, and Flocks, —— 
Arcas, Good Neighbours, welcome ! 
What ſeems amiſs that may concern your Welfare? 
Cor. Ah! my good Lord, I have no Skill to fpeech it, 
But Grief at Heart will always find a Tongue. 
My Lord, this home-bred Maid I call my Daughter, 
dhe's all I have, and all my Hope; now I 
Would gladly ſee her well diſpos'd in Marriage. 
And that ſhe might not die a Maid, unaſk'd, 
I have declar'd one half of what I have 
Her Dow'r, in preſent; at my Death, the reſt. 
Tis true, *tis little; but ſtill, the Half is Half! 
Now here, ſo pleaſe you, I have found her out 


3 
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A pair of wholſome Y ouths, to take her Choice of; 
Brothers they be, Sons of my Neighbour Dorus, 
This is call'd Cimon, and the younger Mop/us ! 
'Their Means, and Manners, fait her Breeding well, 
And both profeſs their Hearts are ſet upon her. 

Cim. Ves, and pleaſe you, both cruelly in Love. 

| | Half crying, 

Cor. Nay pr'ythee, Cimon, let me tell my Story. 

Arcas. A little Patience, Friend 

Mop. Hoh! hoh! hoh! hoh! 

That Fool my Brother's always in the wrong! 
Cor. Fy! fy! Mopſus ! now thou art worſe than he. 
Arcas. On with thy Tale 
Cor. Now, Sir, theſe Lads, I ſay, 

Were nothing in the way to croſs their Courtſhip, 

Might one or 'tother make her a good Huſband. 

But here,* here, an't pleaſe you, lies our Grief! 

The wilful Girl is ſcornful to them both. 

And why? becauſe, forſooth ! ſhe loves another! 

But how! how is her Love diſpos'd? Why thus! 

This pranking gameſome Boy, this Damon here! 

With Songs, and Gambols, has I think bewitch'd her. 

His Pipe, it ſeems, has play'd her ſweeter Sounds, 

And all the idle Day they toy and ſing together. 

Cim. Ay ſo they do, and pleaſe you | 
Cor. — Nay, nay, Cimon “ | 
Cim. Well, well! I've done: but Pm ſure it's true tho 
Cor. So nothing now will down with her but Damn, 

And what will Damen do? Why, ruin her! 

The Lamb that's in the hungry Fox's Mouth, 

Has little Hope to ſcape being made his Breakfaſt : 

For he declares he ne'er intends to marry, 

And openly defies my Power to force him. 

A hard Defiance to a tender Father ! [ Weeps, 

Now, good my Lord l *tis true you're not our King, 

And therefore none are bound, by Law, to obey you. 

Bat you've a ftronger Tye o'er us, our Hearts. 

The Man were branded here, that ſcorn'd your Pleaſure. 

And the great good you do us every Day, 

Will make your Word go farther, than a Law: 

So if your Pity think my Case is hard, 


Love in @ RIDD II. : 247 


[ leave the Manner how, to your great Wiſdom ; 
And hope your Goodneſs will prevent a Father's Sorrow. 
| Arcas, O gon! how affecting is the Tongue 
Of plain Simplicity—The honeſt Wretch ! 
He moves me more with Nature's Eloquence, 
Than all the Points of our Athenian Orators. 
Thy Grief, good Corydon, I take to Heart, 
And, to my poor extent of Power, will ſerve thee. 
But hear we now, what others may reply. | 
Damon, thou'ſt heard this good old Man's Complaint; 
Why haſt thou dallied with this Maid's Affection? 
Dam. My Lord, I mean the Laſs no harm, not I: 
'Tis true, I like her Lip, and ſo I do 
Some twenty others, and twenty others may 
Have all the ſame Demand to marry me 
But, 'las-a-day! tho? Kiſſing goes by Favour, 
A Man can't marry every Girl he kiſſes ! 
Were that a Claim, then ſhe, that firſt was kiſs'd, 
Should firſt be married; ſo I hope my Lord, 
I ſhall not be bound to do one right, in wrong 
To Hundreds, that ſhould come, in turn, before her. 
Agon. Sirrah ! thou mak'ſt thy Perjuries a Sport, 
And think'ſt thy Wit excuſes Wickedneſs. 
Dam. Not ſo hard, good Maſter ; for Maids ſometimes 
Are ſlippery Bits, as well as we; and he | 
That has but one poor String to his Bow, if that 
Should fly, will find but ſorry Sport a Shooting. 
Agon. Knave! thou'rt a Nuſance ; all thy Neighbours 
note thee R 
For a Poacher; When Nuts are ripe, he cracks 
You half the Apron-ſtrings, around the Country, 
Arcas, Gently, gon; let us ſuſpend Reproof, 
That we may hear, without Diſguiſe, his Thoughts. 
Well Damon, what Amends to Corydon? 
What ſhall I fay I've done to right his Daughter ? 
Dam. Why let the Damſel pleaſe herſelf, my Lord: 
If ſhe's diſpos'd to marry, there's her Choice, 
If to make Life a Frolic—Here's her Man. 
There's no great Hardſhip, where the Will is free: 
As ſhe muſt firſt conſent, e ſhe kiſſes, 
41 0 
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I hope ſhe'il firſt have mine, before I marry. . 

For though ſome Men have hang'd themſelves for Maids, 

Yet, I have known my Betters think a Wife 

The worſt of Halters; ſo whate'er betide me, 

I hope you won't make Marriage, Sir, my Sentence! 
Arcas. Think'ſt thou a virtuous Bride, a Puniſhment? 
Dam. A Halter made of Silk's a Halter ſtill. 

And as the Song wiſely ſays, my. Lord, 


The Man, for Life, 
That takes a Wife, 
Ts like a thouſand diſmal Things: 
A Fox in Trap, | 
Or worſe, mayhap ; 
An Oaul, in Cage, that never ſings. 


Dull, from Morn to Night 
He hates her Sight, 
Yet he, poor Soul ! muſt endure it. 
Bed of Thorns /! 
Head of Horns ! 
Such a Life ! 
Rope, or Knife, 
Can only cure it, 


II. 
A Bull at Stake, 


To merry make, 
He rears aloud, and the Laugh is frong / 
Like Dog, and Cat, 
Or Puſs, and Rat, 
He fights for Life, and it laſts as long. 


But the Man that's free, 
Ts like the Bee, 
W bile every Flower hes taſting. 
| Newer cleys, 
With his Toys : 
Day or Night, 
New Delight 
I only laſting. 
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Cor. You ſee, Sir, I have not accus'd him falſly ; 
He owns himſelf more wicked, than I ſpoke him. 

Arcas *Tis true, as ſuch we ſhall conſider him. 
Well, my good Friends, I hope what you propoſe 

| \ [To Cimon and Mopſus. 
Will hew your Hearts are of an honeſt Mould. 

There ſtands the Maid; if you have ought to urge, 
That may prefer your Hopes to Damor's, 
Take this Occaſion to avow your Love: 

You have her Father's Wiſh and my Protection. 

Cim. Ah! Sir, an' like you, I've no Heart to ſpeak ; 
She flouts, and glouts, at me, from Morn to Night. 
See how ſhe looks now ! cauſe ſhe can't avoid me. [neſs. 

Arcas. Take Courage, Man ; *tis but her maiden Shy- 

Cim. D'ye think ſo, Sir? Why then Iwill take Heart! 
If an old Song will do the Thing, have at her: 


AIK Id. 
There's not a Swain, 
On the Plain, 
Would be bleft as J. | 
O could you but, could you but, on me fanile « 
But you apppear 
So ſevere, 
T hat trembling with Fear, 
My Heart goes pit a pat! pit a pat! all the whileh 
hen I cry, 
Maſe I Die? 
You make no Reply, 
But local fy, 
And with a ſceornful Eye, 
Kill me with your Cruelty 
How can you be, can you be, 
How can you be, ſo hard to me ? 


* . 


Ah! poor Cimen, thou art ne'er the nearer ! 
Not all thy Sighs, nor Songs, nor Sobs can move her! 
| | [ Crying. 
Cer. You ſee, my Lord, the Lad tho? fearful, in 
His Heart is honeſtly diſpos'd however. * 
Arcas. Perhaps ſhe may be more inclin'd to Mog 
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gon. Come, Mapſus, now for thee, thy Heart ſeem 
chearful. oe 

Mop. Ay! *twas always fo: I love to laugh, 

Let things go how they will : Why let her frown ! 

As long as Cimon's us'd as ill as I, | 

It gives one's Mind a little Eaſe however ! 

Happen as 'twill, I ſhall have him to laugh at! 

So, as he's for ſinging an old Song ſadly, 

*T will be but ſad, to try a new one merrily. 


11K M. 


Nen Phillida milks her Coav, 
How have # flood ſmirking ? 
Oh ! the pretty Stream would floww, 
With a Terk, anda Ferkin! 
ER Thy whiter Boſem too ſo head d 
* Half out, and half in 
| That of my Breath I was beveav'd, 
With a Fit of laughing! 
I could not hold from lau———ghing ! 
Ha, out, and half in! | 
Oh! to fee them fall, and riſe, 
II laugb'd, till I loft my Eyes 
Half out, and half in! 
And it was the pureft Sight, 


E'er gave Delight, 
From Morn to Night, 
I could ha died, with laughing. 
With laugh=—ing. 
Agen. Well ſaid, Mapſus! Thou ſing ſt it from thy 
And tis a merry one . [ Heart, 
Mop Better than crying. 


Cor. Ah! Sir, we poor Swains have but homely Words, 
To ſpeak our Minds ; but what we ſay, we ſtand to. 
Arcas. An honeſt Principle: Now, my good Friend; 
Let us inquire into thy Daughter's Heart: 
For that muſt guide us , 
Cor. — Phillida, come near! 
Areas, Well, my fair Maid! is there, within my Power, 
Ought, that may contribute to thy Happineſs ? 
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Of all theſe Youths, for thou art free to chuſe, 
Which is the Swain comes neareſt to thy Heart ? 
Phil. Since I am forc'd to ſpeak the Truth, my Lord, 
Iown my Heart has play'd a ſimple Game; 
] knowany Father's Kindneſs means me well. 
And I could with I had the Power to pleaſe him; 
But I am loath to lead a Savage Life : 
And ſure ! theſe Lads were woeful Company. 
Cimon, O ſcornful Maid! my Heart will burſt with 
Grief ! [Cries. 
Mop. Hoh! hoh! poor Cimon's in a bitter taking ! 
| | Laughs. 
Phil, Twere hard to chuſe, from ſuch extreams of 
Damon, with all his Infidelities, [Folly ! 
Seems not to me, Sir, half fo terrible ! 
And I am more, than much afraid, I love him 
'Tis true, I know him fickle, falſe, and faithleſs ! 
And I have try'd a thouſand, thouſand times, 
To ſhut him from my Thoughts, but 'twill not do! 
When e'er my Heart is open, in he comes 
Again ſubmits, and is again forgiven ! 
Again I love, and am again forfaken EY.” . 
Yet ſtill he fools me on; and when he's abſens, 
With Sighs, and Songs, I thus relieve my Folly. 


AIR IV. 


Vat Woman could do, I have try'd, to be free 

Yet do all I can, , 

1 find I love him, and tho* he flies me, 
Still, ſtill he's the Man. 

They tell me at once, he to twenty will fevear + 

When Vows are ſo fweet, who the falſbood can fear ? 

So, when you have ſaid all you can, 
Still—ftill he's the Man. 7 
| II. | 

Z caught him once making Love to a Maid, 
When to him Iran. | | 

He turn'd,and he ꝶiſi'd me, then who could upbraid 


1 


So civil a Man? 
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T he next Day 1 found to a Third he aua, kind, 
J rated him ſoundly, he favore, I was blind; 
| Se, let me do what I can, 
— Stilb—=frill he's the Man. 
| 7 1: hs 
All the World bids me beware of his Art - 
Ido what I can; 
But he has taken ſuch hold of my Heart, 
4 doubt he's the Man ! 
So faveet are his Kiſſes, his Looks are ſo kind, 
He may have his Faults, but if I none can find, 


Who can do more than they can; 
He—flill is the Man. 


Arent. Take Comfort, Corydon; all yet may mend: 


Thy Daughter's frank Confeſſion of her Love 
Perſuades me, of her guarded Innocence! 
And though licentious Damon may deſerve 
Severe Reproof ; yet for the Maiden's ſake 


(For what he ſuffers, her fond Heart will feel) 


Chg 


Will never bloſſom, while ſhe looks ſo fro 


We will not harden him, by Puniſhment, 


But rather tempt him by Reward, to Virtue.. 


Of this bad Matter make we then the beſt. 

If therefore Damen, thou, or any Swain, 

By Suit or Service of his Love, can woe, 

And win this gentle Maid, to be his Bride, 

'The Dow'r, which her kind Father has declar'd, 
Myſelf will double, on her Marriage-day, 


And give him, with her Hand, my farther Favour. 


Cor. May all the Gods preſerve the bounteous Arca:, 


A double Portion! Now my honeſt Lads, 


There's brave Encouragement to warm your. Hearts! 
Now ſhew your Skill, and who's the feateſt Fellow! 
Now fing, and dance her down to your Deſires ! 
Now, Phillida, let faithleſs Damon ſee | 
What Love, and Honeſty have gain'd by Truth; 
And what his Pranks have loft by Wickedneſs. 

Phil. Diſhoneſty ſhall never gain on me. 

Mop. A double Dowry, Cimon; now's our Time 

Cim. Ay, but I'm tender-hearted ; my 4 Hopes 


y! | 
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Cor. Learn of thy Brother, Lad; thou: ſee*ſt he knows 
No Fear, nor Grief: Up with thy Heart, and at her. 
Cim. Well then, ſince you encourage me, I will. 
Cor. Well ſaid, my Boy! Ah! this joyful Day _ 
Has ſet my Heart upon the merry Pin! 
When I was young, twas thus I play'd the Sweetheart. 
AIR V. | 
When I. follow'd a Laſs, that was freward, and fbys 
O TI ftuck to her fluff, till I made her comply ! -- 
O ! 7 took her fo lovingly round the Waiſt, | 
Aud I fmack'd her Lips, and I held her faſt ! 
When hugg'd, and hall'd, 
She ſgucal d, and ſqualPd ; 
And tho ſhe voa d, all I did was in vais 
Yet I pleas'd her fo well, that ſhe bore it again? 
Yet I pleas a, &c. | | 5 
ä T hen hoity toity 1 
Whiſting, Friſting, 
Green was her Gown upon the Graſs ; 
O! ſuch was the Foy of' our dancing Days 7 
O! fuch was the Foy of our dancing Days ! 


Arcas. Well done, my merry Heart! Come, Corydon;. 
Now let us leave theſe Lovers free to woe; 
And he that firft ſubduing, and ſabdued, 
Comes Hand in Hand, to aſk her Bridal Dow'r, 
In farther Token of my Love, myſelf  _ 
Will crown him with a Chaplet, worth his wearing, 
gon. Now for the Garland! | 
Mp. —— — [Live the noble Arca, 
Arcas. gon! bring thou Amyntas to the Grove 


Of Citrons, there Paftora ſhall receive 
Philautus. Exeunt Aroas and Egon /everallys 
Cor. Let me but live to ſee that Knave, 


That graceleſs Damon bobb'd! let him but wear 

The Willow! I'll jump into my Grave 

With Joy=———— 's [Exit Corydon, 
Dam. —— —So! now have I probabl f 

All my whole Work to do over again! Ace. 

This ouble Dow'r, no doubt, will turn her ides 

Brain, And ſet the Windmill of her Sex a going, 
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Mop. Now! Cimon, now ! 
_Cim. ————— Id rather you'd mow firſt, 
Mop. No, you are the Elder 
Cim, ————But my Heart miſgives me. 
Phil. Still Silent! no kind Offer yet from Damon ? 
Has Fortune no effect upon his Heart? 22 
Eim. No, no, I tell you, I ſhall never hit 


The Tune alone 
Meg. — Well then, be ſure you back me. 


AIR VI. 


| Tall me Philly, zell me roundly, 
When you will your Heart ſurrender ? 
Cim. Faith, and Troth ! I love thee woundly,, 
x And I was the firſt Pretender. 
Mop. _ Of us Boys, 
Cim. Tale thy Choices 
Mop. Here's a Heart 
Cum. And here's a Hang 400 
Mop. Hi S or M: its. A 
Cim. All is thine. 
Both. — Body and Goods at thy Command. 406; 


Phil. How harſh and tedious is the Voice 
Of Love, from any but the Voice deſu'd 


OY A ER VIt.- 
While you both pretend a Paſſions. 
PL bby be cruel to chuſe either; 
To preſerve 232 Inclination, 
Inu kindly fix on neither. 
To be 705 
TY now muſt 
ours, and yours be equal Ca ſes a 
88 nh . 
From this Day, © 
-Z never may behold your Faces. 


Now be ſilent; if Damon i is inclin'd. 

To ſpeak, his turn is next, you've had your Anſwer, 
| Mep. Well! let him ſpeak! mayhap your Face 

May get as little good from him, * 


— — — — by 
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From you; *tisn't every Man will marry you; 
Don't cry, Cimon; it only makes her prouder, 
Cim. She has given me ſuch a kick o' the Heart, 
T ſhall never recover iti 
Phil. Hark thee, Cimon / 
I like thee better than thy Brother, far. 
Cim. O! the Gracious! do you truly, and truly? 
Phil. I'll give thee Proof this Inſtant ! take him hence, 
And keep him from my Sight, an Hour at leaſt. _ 
And when thou ſee*ſt me next, come thou without him. 
Cim. Give me thy Hand on't— _ - 
Phil. Huſh ! not now, they'll ſee us. 
Away with him | 
Cim. A Word's enough PII do't. 
Come, Mop/us, come away—for I have a thing 
And ſuch a thing to tell thee, 3) ?: 


Mop. —W hat ails 
The Fool! Thou'rt mad! | 
Cim. — Mad ! Ay, and ſo would you 


Be too, were my Caſe yours; but come away. 

Mop. Nay, not ſo faſt, good Cimon 

Cim. == Faſter, Mop/us, faſter. 
 [Cimon hwrries of Mopſus. 

Dam. My charming Creature! this was kindly done! 
Never was Favour, to a Fool, ſo welk 
Diſſembled ! =— 4 | 

Phil. Ves, I have learn'd; from you, Diſſembling. 
And you'll again diſſemble, to reward me. 

Dam. Why ſo ſuſpicious, Philliua? Don't I love thee 2 
Why all this Buſtle at my Heart, when thus = 
I touch thy Hand, or gaze upon thy Eyes! 

Give me thy Lips, of. ſee how thou'rt miſtaken. 

Phil. No, Damon ; Lips are but liquoriſh Proofs 
Of Love, and thine too often have deceiv'd me. 

7 AIR VIII. | 

Dam. Auay with Suſpicion, 

3 That Bane to dere | 
The Heart that loves truly, all Danger defies: 
T he Rules of Diſcretion. 


But flifle the Fire; 
Oz its Merit alone, true Beauty relies. 
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What Folly to tremble, 

Left the Lower di emble 

Hit Fire? | 
Turtles that wwoce, 

Bill -_ Cooe : 

Vi WE E [4 7 

We muſt bs ras 2. 

And to repeat it, is all, 

All wwe can defire. 


'PBil. *Tis thus thou always haſt decoy'd my Heart! 


Thou! know'ſt I love, and therefore would'ſt undo me. 


Dam, I know thou loveſt, and therefore would ſecure 


LI 


; | AIR IX. 
Phil. While you par fos me, 
Thus to undo me, 
Sure Ruin lies in all you ſay. 
To bring your toying , 
Up to enjoying, . 
Call fi the Prieſt, and name the FRE * 
Then, then name the mo.” 
Lafſes are willin 
As Lads, for billing, g. 
When Marriage Vows are kindly 225 
Let holy. Father 
Tye us together, 
© Then bill your Fill, and bill your 2553 ; 
Then, then bill your beſt. 


Dam. What, not a Hand, a Lip, for old Seel 


Not one poor Sample ef the Grain, my Dear, 


Unleſs I make a Purchaſe of the whole ? 
Phil. No, Damon; now tis time to end our Fooling. 
Conſent to wed me, or forbear to love. 
Dam. What! doſt thou think to ſtarve me into marria 
Phil. Tl ſtarve myſelf, but I'll avoid thy Falſh 
Graze where thou wilt, P] feed no rangin — 4 
Dam. No—nor I won't be pounded, oy. 


A Hedge: So keep your Graſs for Calves to graze on. 
I need not go a Mile for Paſture, Dame, 


And good as any Meal that you can make me, 


I can leap 


herd feon# ban) toonl} band 
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Phil. Do, leave me, do, and prove thyſelf. a Traytor ! 
Faithleſs, inhuman Damon /— 
Dam. — Mighty well! a 
This double Dow'r, I find, has turn'd thy Brain! 
And thou would'ſt make me madder than thyſelf! 
A Huſband ! Death! A Mill-horſe ! what, to grind, 
and grind, in one poor hopeleſs Round of Life 
To-day, to-morrow, and to-morrow, ftill 
To plod the Path, I trod the Day before 
0! methinks I feel the Collar on my Shoulders! 
Phil. Abandon'd Damon + now I begin to hate thee; 
Dam, I'm Eads my Miſtreſs, that you'll ſpeak your 
Mind! | 
$0 me Girls will Fool you on till one's Heart achs. 
But ſince I know your Play, Forſooth, hang lag, 
Say I, and fo farewell, fair Phillida. 


AIR X. 


Dam. PII range the World, where Freedom reigns, 
And ſcatter Love around the Plains. 

Phil. PH farve my Love, and rather part, 

5 T han yield my Hand, to fool my Heart. 

Dam. The Frowns of This, I neer take ill: 
Where One denies, there's Tao that will, 

Phil. Since Maids by Kindneſs are undone : 

\ Adieu, Mankind ; Pl figh for none. 

Dam. No frozen Laſs ſhall hold me long. 


Phil. No Swain, that's falſe, my Love ſhall wrong. 


Dam. 
Phil. 
Both. 


Farewell ! farewell—'tis time to part. 
Thus from thy Hold, I tear my Heart. 
Farewell ! farewell, &c. 


The 8 CENE changes to a pleaſant Garden ad- 
joining to the Houſe of Arcas. 
Enter Arcas, conducting Philautus, wwirh gon and 
5 NE Amyntas. 9 
Areas. Once more you're welcome, to our Cottage, Sir? 
And what is wanting in Magnificence, 3 
Shall be ſupply'd in Will „and Wiſhes, to delight you. 
Phil. Your civiliz'd Deportment ſtill retains 
The Courtier—that ſuffices—You are polite, 


1 
: + FRM 


You know my Birth, and what my Rank requires, 
And tho' my Life has always ſtream'd with Pleaſures, For 
I love ſometimes t? unbend from crowded Courts, The 
And ſnuff the Rural Air——Your Hounds are good? I 

Arcas. Of the old Spartan Breed: All ſtaunch as Truth Ha 
High-mettled on the Scent, and in full Cry Thi 


The jolly Chorus thunders in the Vale. < 
A ſporting Stag will better ſpeak their Virtue. For 

Phil. We'll find an early Day. And now, my Lo, Is K 
Nothing ſeems wanting to compleat my Welcome, 4 
But fair Paftora, and the Field before me A\ 
A ſtarted Beauty ftrains me into Speed, | He 
And like the Greyhound ſweeps me in the Quarry, 5 


Arcas. Courtiers have Arts to make their Conqueltseafy; Of 
But where the Skilful, and the Graceful join, 
Our Rural Virgins muſt on ſight ſurrender. 
Phil. She will not find it eaſy to eſcape me. 4 
Agen. Sure, ſhe will not find it difficult to try! [Aide Wh 
Phil. In Court, our Dames have prov'd me to their Col. 
Arcas. She gains a Conqueſt, that's by you ſubdued! but 
Ph:I. Polite, and Courtly ! finely turn'd, my Lord! Thi 


She gains a Conqueſt, that's by you ſubdued ! For 
She does indeed! for I'm not eafily pleas'd. 1 Thi 
Agen. She is, I'm ſure, that can be pleas'd with thee, 2 

| | [Aſd. 

Phil. I, ſometimes, have been Nice to Cruelty. - Th 
If Modeſty can charm, ſhe's loſt indeed! 1 : 


Arcas. But we delay my Daughter's Happineſs : 
Your Leave a Moment, to conduct her. {Exit Aras if | 
Amyn. What fudden Terrors have o'ercaſt my Heart? 
gon. Well, Sir, we now ſhall ſee your Courtly Skill | * 
But let me tell you, that our homebred Nymphs, Wh 
However eafy to the humble Lover, 
Can to the Heart, that comes aſſur'd of Conqueſt, [th 


- Aſſume a Pride, regardleſs as the Wind, Ti 
When on the Mountain's Head it bends the Cedar. All 
Pbil. The Rural Bluntneſs, gon, much delights me: Thi 
We ſometimes have, in Court, a Droll like thee. * 
And when the Oddneſs of a Creature's pleaſant, 10 


We join the Laugh, and give their Humours way. 
Egon. Juſt as we fometimes treat a Coxcomb here. 1 


— 5» 
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For now and then they come to ſteal our Daughters: 
Though I ne'er heard their Sighs have much prevail'd. 


Phil. But, honeſt gon, thou ſhalt find, we Courtiers 
Have ſharper Darts, than ſimple Sighs, to ſhoot with. 
©. [Secrets 


Agon. Our ſimple Swains would thank you for chat 


The Skilful do not ae, but give Relief. 


For they are always humble, till the Nymph 
kind; and then they're ſimple grateful too. 

Phil. O Ruſtick Notions! No, dear Agon, no- 
Woman's Pride is pamper'd by our Fear: 
He only can reduce that dares provoke it. 

Agon. A Courage ſo determin'd muſt be ſure 
Of Conqueſt, Sir.— But ſee! your fair Defiance. 


Enter Arcas with Paſtora. 


Arcas. This, my Paſtora, is the Noble Youth, 
Whom my Approvement offers to thy Choice : 
High is his Lineage, his Appointments equal: 


ut my weak Praiſe would wrong his full Deſervings 3 


Thou art thyſelf, to judge of his Perfections, 

For nothing is impos'd upon thy Will: 

The brave Philautus ſcorns Advantages, | 
And leaves his Cauſe to Love, that thy free Heart 
May rather ſoften, to his own Perſuaſions, 

Than yield reluctant, with a cold Obedience. 


Phil. Ves, lovely Maid! compell'd Affection ſtains 


The Lover's Glory, and degrades his Conqueſt ! 
The generous Heart diſclaims all Aids, but Love ! 
Yet be compos'd, I'Il uſe a gentle Power: | 
| know the Terrors that invade your Sex, 

When Love firſt makes his Onſet of Deſire; 

Your Beauties tremble ! and your Charms retreat } 


therefore ſhall a while ſuſpend my Vows, |. 25 


Till your own ſecret Wiſhes ſigh to hear them. 
All I, in preſent, ſhall propoſe, is firſt, | 
That with an Eye impartial you ſurvey me; 

Hear with Attention, willing to admire; | 


Then when you are inclin'd to ſpeak—ſpeak: free 2. 
Nor let your Virgin Coyneſs veil your Heart. 


Paſt. Sir, I muſt own yon have already cur'd 


My Fears, thoſe Fears that ere-you ſpoke, oppreſs'd me. 
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At one ſhort View, I read your Mind, and Perſon ! 
Which equally have given ws poet and Wonder! 
And fince fo generouſly you uſe your Power, 

As not to enforce it, with a Father's Will ; 

The leaſt T can in Gratitude return, 

Is not alone to hear; but, on the Place, 

To anſwer what I hear : you may proceed. 
There ſeems no Terror in a Courtier's Love! 

Phil. A Heart ſo dauntleſs ſtirs my Emulation ! 
But let me tell you Fair One, you have now 
Before your Eyes no common moulded Lover ; 

A Man leſs us'd to aſk, than to refuſe 

Your Sexes Favours ! Beauty may have Eyes, 

Yet Men have Arts to give alternate Wounds. 

'Thouſands may hope,. but few have equal Charms 

To fix a curious Heart=—and yet, methinks 

Your Eye, my Fair, darts an unuſual — ſomething 

That calls for farther gazing | 

[After a long Pauſe, his Looks rifing gradually to a gracins 
Approbation, he proceeds. 

— — Virgin! You 

Have Beauty — ] ö confeſs it; to be juſt, 

I own your Charms are worthy of my Thought; 
On your own Conduct, now, depends ee 
Paft. A Heart, that to our Sex has been ſo fatal, 
Deters the Paſſion which its Worth wou'd raiſe, 

Or leads th* Unwary to avoidleſs Ruin : 
And, to be free, I dare not truſt you with Eſteem, 

Phil. Agreeable Suſpicion ! but ll eaſe 
Your Fears, and make your Hopes, at once, 

Your Sexes Envy, and your Swains Deſpair. 

Come, come, I read your Soul! ſuch tender Scruples 
Never ariſe, but from the Heart inclining ; 

The Lover ſcorn'd is never tax'd with Falſhood. 


. You ſee, my Fair, I know the Depths of Love, F 
And all un coy Meanders of the Heart. ; Paf 
Paſt. How can you triumph where you've won ſo little? s 


Phil. This Modefty alone were worth my Conquelt. ver 

Paſt. 1 find, Sir, I diſpute your Happineſs in vain. Wh, 
And ſince I can't perſuade you to Deſpair, 4 
Thus let me warm our Sexes Vanity. 
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AIR XI. 


No more, wain Virgins, boa Power; 
For Nature 3 . | 
To be bleſt, you muſt adore, 

"7: FA Sqwains deſerted. 

Sweet Lovers.now, at Sight, ſurprixe, 
And give ſuch wondrous Pleaſure, 

That when the Nymph, deſpairing, dies, 
The Swain will deign 10 eaſe ber. 


Phil. Engaging Creature! what remains, is now 


ke Means to make your Conqueror, your Captive, 
n eaſy Taſk—but I'll explain the Secret. | 


AIR XII. 
Tuo you, perhaps, my lovely Fair, 
Hawe Charms that greatly move me ; 
Yet all your future Pairs, and Care, 
Muſt be, to make me love you. 
Your Fate alone depends on me, 
You are but what I make you; 
Divinely bleft, if I prove true, 
Undone, if I forfake you. Phil. turns to Egon. 


Pat. Nay then, tis time to undeceive. his 
jut it repays the Pain, to find Amyntas [Folly ! 

Has been the Witneſs of our Interview: A 444 
ure the Contempt this Trifler has receiv'd, if p 
Will juſtif my Heart, and ftill preſerve 

That ſoft Eſteem, which he bas ever ſhewn me. 

Hreas, Well, good Amyntas, tell me, and in Friendſhip, 
hat are thy Thoughts of this Corinthian Noble? 
VWould'ſt thou not wiſh Paſtora to receive him, | | 
and give her Charms, th' Improvement of a 9 . 

| | part. 

Anyn. Your Wiſdom, doubtleſs, had reſolv'd before 
Pafora ſaw him, Sir- [ 4part, 

Arcas, Suppoſe it ſo, 
et I would gladly know how far thy Senſe | 
May recommend, or diſapprove, this Union [ Apart. 

Aan. Since you deſcend, to aſk a young Man's Counſel, 
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That mine, Sir, may be better juſtified, 
Permit me to recite, what you yourſelf 
Have oft commended as the Virgin's Leſſon. 
Tho' much, I fear, my Skill will marr the Muſic. 
gon. No matter; thou at leaſt, wilt give it meaning, 
Amyn. That, Sir, were worthy of Paſtora's Ear. 


AIR XIII. 


Virgins, beware how you fix on a Lover ! 
Beds of Flowers, may harbour a Snake ; 
Gold and Silver gaily may cover | 
Heads that wander, and Hearts that forſale. 
Courtiy Rowers, 
Seldom Lovers 
Prove to the Wife, 
But on the Plains poor Scwains art true; 
Nor love tbemſelves, but die for You. 


Phil. Poor Swains! ſome ſlighted Lover, I preſume, 
gon. A Lover favour'd, or my Eyes deceive 7 
̃ Aft, 
Arcas. Tis well apply'd, Amynias——follow 15 
J have of Moment ſomething for thy Ear. 
A Lover, Sir, like you, that knows the Coaſt, [To Phil 
Needs not a Pilot, when ſo near the Shore: | 
I therefore leave you to compleat your Conqueſt. 
Phil. Your Cemplaiſance has made Arcadia, Corinth. 
Arcas. Daughter, with Joy, I have beheld thy Conduct. 
J ſee thou know'ſt to value Men by Merit. 
And that thy Heart may act more open to | 
Thy Wiſhes, I retire———— maintain thy Virtue. 
[Exeunt Arcas and Amyntas. Egon folloawing, i 
A4 aetain d by Philautus, mt 
Paſt. What can this mean? Is then my Father pleas' 
With the Contempt I have thrown upon this Stranger, 
"Whom he himſelf preſented ? Can it be? 
Twas by his Leave too, that Amyntas ſung, 
Encourag'd to addreſs his Strains to me. 
Take heed, fond Heart, nor flatter thy Defires. 
Let Time, that undertakes thy Fate, confirm it. [4p 


Phil. Believe me, Agen, I defire thy Preſence. 
without a Friend, a Miſtreſs loſes half 
Her Charms. I love a Witneſs of my Power. 
For what's a Triumph, where there's no Spectator? 
u my Succeſſes with the Fair are public. 
Egon. Well, Sir, Pl! ſtay, in hopes that your fair 
ay in her turn, have Cauſe to triumph too. [ Miſtreſs 
Phil. Tis true, my Friend; myFavourisher Triumph; 
hou ſeeſt, we Courtiers know a ſhorter Way 
Than ſighing to the Heart | 
Agon. | "Tis ſhort indeed! 
For I perceive not yet, you've ſaid one Word, 
do much to raiſe her Merit, as your own. 
Phil. Why—no—not but I ſlightly own'd her Charms 
Had Power, and that's enough! The Art of Love 
|; not to praiſe your Fair one to a Goddeſs, 
But to diſſolve her Pride with Admiration, 
And be yourſelf the Object of Deſire. | 
Agon. Ay! there! you have, beyond Belief, ſucceeded. 
Phil. But I have farther Subject for her Wonder. 
Now, my fair Nymph ! not that my Heart is vain, 
But yet to ſhew the Value of your Conqueſt ; 
Permit me, to inform you of the Fate 
Of a fam'd Roman Beauty, who at Corinth 
Hearing of my intended Marriage, took 
A mortal Draught, which ended, with her Hopes 
Of me, her Lif: ; and in her lateſt Pangs, 
urning her faint complaining Eyes upon me, 
zewell, vain faithleſs World, ſhe cry'd ! I die 
a Victim to Papilio's Cruelty ! | 


Paſt. Papilio! | 
The Name her Fondneſs gave me. 


Phil. 
gon. Papilio ! | | 
Phil. Yes; a Roman Appellation. 
Obſerve its melting Softneſs——O ! Papilio ! 
dure, *twas the gentleſt Creature — But however, 
Þ give her, even in Death, her due Revenge, 
oy 
( 


to immortalize her Paſſion, I © 5 
ompos'd an Ode, which the fam'd Sappho might 
With Pride have own'd, and not have wrong'd her Genius. 


„Pal. May we intreat the Favour, Sir, to hear it ? 
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Phil. My Voice, 1 doubt, will ill commend the la 
But what that wants, Expreſſion ſhall ſupply. 


AIR XIV. 


Cruel Creature, 
Mut I . * 
Savage Nature ! 
See my Anguiſh :; 
Doom d to lowe, . and love in vain 7 
O Papilio/! 
Can yon Hy me ? 
Can you, will you 
Still deny me? 
O Papilio ! 
One kind Look, 10 footh my ara 
Cruel Creature, 
See my Anguiſh . 
Hear a dying Maid complain 4 


gag This is indeed a doleful Ditty, Sir. 
Paft. How could you let ſo ſoft a Creature periſh? 
. Phil. Love, like Ambition, raſhly ſeeks its Ruin, 
Her Fondneſs ſet no Bounds to her Defire. 
She graſp'd at more than was her Beauty's Due. 
Was mine a Heart to be ingroſs'd by One, 
Where a whole Court had equal Claim to Favour. 
Paſt. Ye Powers! are theſe your Principles avow'd? 
Are then the Laws of Honour, Nature, thus 


Regarded? 
ZEgon.,——S0 ! his Vanity, at lait, 


| Recoils upon himſelf, and gives her Scorn 


The fair Excuſe of Honour, to renounce him. 

Phil. And why, my Fair ſo ſuddenly tranſported? 

Paſt. Could you then think, a Heart, like yours, ſe 
Stain'd in Cruelty, could find Reception here ? 

Phil. I thought a Heart ſo eminently graced 
With Conqueſts, only could deſerve Paſtora. 

Paſt. No! to the Manes of your Roman Miſtreſs, 
That wretched Martyr of your cruel Nature, 
My ven yore Hate ſhall make your Love the Victim. 
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AIR XV, 


How, inhuman faithleſs Creature“ 
Could ſ thou wrong ſuch tender Youth Þ 
How, againſt all Senſe of Nature, 
Kill fuch Innocence, and Truth ? 
While thou fing t her mournful Ditty, 
Baſe, remor/eleſs, falſe Ingrate ! 
Her Diftrefſes move my Pity, 
And for thee, my mortal Hate. 


Phil. What new extravagance of Love, my Fair, 

Has chang'd thy Gentleneſs to Jealouſy ? 

Can a dead Rival's Charms diſturb thee ? 

54. —— ves! | 

The Charms that had ſo well deſerv'd thy Heart, 

Finding ſuch cruel Treatment from thy Power, 

Confirm, what Charms inferior muſt expect, 

And warn the Wary to deteſt thy Love ! 

Phil. Nay now, thy Tenderneſs refines to Folly. [thee, 

Paſt. Hence! from my Sight, leſt worſe than Scorn attend 

Tay m4 I doubt, Sir, here our Triumph has been puſht 
00 far 

Phil.—' Tis true! the Tender in her Heart, 

Prevails, and therefore, with the Tender, fill 

Muſt be recall'd, and ſoftned to her Wiſhes. 


KI 
Muſt I deſpair? 
Kill me, but kill me here] 
Here at your Feet ll dye, 
But, from your Sight to fly, | 
I more than Love, or Life, can bear ! 
Still cold and cruel be, 
Dart from your Eyes Diſdain ; 
Yet awhile thoſe Eyes I fee 
Some Pleaſure fill relieves the Pain. 
Kill me, but & “ . | 
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Paßt. How, Agon, ſnall I rid me of this F olly? 
The more his Love's abus'd, the more his Pride 
Perverts my Meaning, and 'evades the Scorn. Y Apart. 
Agen. Give him a hearty farewell, and retire. 
Paft. He has, indeed, reduc'd me to explain. 
Phil. Tis done, my Friend; again her MY Eyes 
Incline to pardon, and reſume Deſire! 
And to purſue my Conqueſt thus 
Paſt. — Forbear! 
Since, Sir, I find your high Opinion of 
Yourſelf can take Averſion, for Eſteem ; ; 
Enjoy your Happineſs, but moleſt not. mine. 
Admire yourſelf, and ſhew a manly Spirit! 
Deſpiſe my Frowns, and give me Scorn for Scorn, 
Fly to ſome nobler Heart that taſtes your Merit 
And leave Paftora to bemoan her Folly. 
gon. Troth, Sir, I think *twould be a fair 


Revenge. 
Phil. gon, I know what Meaſures will be- Aan 
come me. 
AIR XVIL 


— Patt - How happy's the Man, that like you, Sir, 
His pretty dear Perſon admires “ 
Who, when with the Fair it won't do, 9 
Content to his Idol retires. 
He turns to his Glaſs, 
Where, in his ſcweet Face, 
Such raviſhing Beauties diſcloſe ; 
His Heart on fire, 
| Is fure bis Defire 
No Rival will ever oppoſe. 
But when to a Nymph a Pretender, 
Porr. Mortal, he ſplits on a Shelf ! 
How little a Thing will defend her 
From one, fs; makes Love to > 1-4 4 
While nice in dreſs, 
And ſure of ſucceſs, 
H. thinks ſhe can never get free ; 
With ſmiling Eyes, 
She rallies, and flies, | 
And laugh: at his Merit like me. (Exit Paſtora. 


Y 
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gon, Was ever ſuch a range Relapſe! | 
Phil. —— Surpriging! 3 

Egon, I fear Diſorder in her Brain! "EL 


Didſt thou obſerve, how incoherently 
She ſung, and wander'd from her ſoft Deportment ? 
gon. "Tis plain, ſhe is not what we thought her— 
P51. — No! 
It muſt be Frenſy! Love has ſtrange Effects! | 
This is the ſtrongeſt Arrow, that I ever drew! 
gon. So ſtrong, I doubt, we have over - ſnot the Mark ! 1 
At leaſt I ſee, you have not touch'd her Wings! 


Ak 5 XVIII. 


Phil. O27. let her 
Pooh 1 let er ge. 5 
| Maids like wounded Doves will fy + 
- .  . The pretty thing, 
T7560 on the Wing, | 
" Down muſt fall, and ſure bo die! 
| In her Heart, 
Dye Dart 
She flies with, 
Has fixt her fare; 3 
Now! now'! © 


She's panting for the Cure? 
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No, 2 on, BAY *tis now too late to fly me, 

know / I've touch'd her, and my Shaft, are fatal! f 

In the next neighbouring Grove, ſhe drops of courſe ! 

There I ſhall find her h > pleſs, in her Wounds, | 

And tame to my Deſire : ut I muſt follow, 

And, like a ſkilful Woodman, ſave my Game. 

Thy Preſence, Agon, frightned her away! 

"Twas too far carried, to have others ſee 

The ſoft Confuſion of her yielding Heart; 

Which, if alone, had been with difclos 'd. | 
Agen. Of what —_ AG ve Courtiers Heads 

| compos'd! . Cu 


® % va 2 
= * 8 8 
= » 4 5 . * M 2 a * 1 * D 5 * 5 - 


* 


268 Love in RIDE. 


Grove. 


The SC ENE changes to. as outward Part of a 


Enter Arcas and Amyntas. 


Arcas. Amyntas, I have weigh'd thy beſt Excuſes, 
And find thy Modeſty, that makes them, but 
A ſtronger Motive to my Truſt propos d:. 
If thou would'ſt keep thy Place within my Heart, 
Comply with my Defires—— 
Amyn. — II noble Lord, 
Since Difſidence no longer can diſſuade, 
My due Obedience with your Will complies: 
To my poor Power, I will diſcharge this Truſt. 
Arcas. Now thou has gain'd upon my Love, Amprtas. 
The preſent Hour employs thee: Here, within 
This Grove, awhile amuſe thee, till I ſend her! 
There, in an inſtant, ſhall Paftora find thee. [Exit Areas. 
An. What will my Fate do with me! O Paffora! 
Is loſt Amyntas, then, the choſen Wretch, 
To point thee out a Lover worthy of 
Thy Heart? Where ſhall this worthleſs World produce him? 
And by the generous Arcas too, my Patron, 
Is this high Taſk impos' d! What Power tan ſave thee? 
Muſt I, if true to Love, be falſe to him? dad 
Or true to Arcas, muſt I loſe Paſtora ? | 
Nay, what would Falſhood, if purſued, avail ? 
"'T were terrible, tho? guiltleſs, to avow my Love! 
To meet her Scorn (for Scorn muſt ſure attend it!) 
Were ſharper Pain, if poſſible, than to 
Behold her, happy, in a Rival's Arms; 
Which Way ſoe'er I turn, Deſpair ſurrounds me! 
Like the poor Pilot, while his Veſſel burns, 
I pauſe, to-periſh in the Flames, or Waves! 


- ES Pp 1» > | T 


Was ever, than mine, a Fate more ſevere ; 


To periſh in Silence, or dye by Deſpair ? 
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Deſpairing, I languiſh @ Lover conceal d, 

Yet the Cauſe of my Anguiſh gives Death, if reveal'd : 
While her Birth is fo high, my Fortune /o low, 
By her Frown I muſt dye, if I tell her my Woe. 

Was ever, than mins, a Fate more jevere, 


To periſh in Silence, or dye by Deſpair ? Exit. 
Enter Paſtora. 


Paſt. Sure, twas Amyntas' Voice and Love that tun'd it. 
A Sound ill-boding to the loſt Paſtora 7 
I fear ſome Nymph unknown has ſeiz'd his Heart. 
It muſt be ſo! all but toq well agrees 
With what my Father, knowing, has enjoin'd. 
Yet why is mane this Taſk ? He could not, ſure, 
Suppoſe Amyntas ſigh'd for me ! Ah, no, 
He would not law whe ſent me to relieve him ! 
For often has he warn'd me to regard 
My Birth, and ſhun the humbler Swains beneath me: 
Which, to this Hour, I have obſerv'd, with Sorrow. 
How far this ſweet Occaſion, to reveal 
My Pain, I may reſiſt I dare not think on 
Yet ſuxe no Pain exceeds conceal'd Deſire, ' 


Ws AIR XX. 
While Groves alone hear me complain, 42 
Lide the Lilly, when drooping I pine, | 
If falent, I languiſh in Pain, | 
4 How can his Heart ever be mine ? 
Cupid! A uage what I feel, | 
Since my F a. is but loving tos ab? 
0 / let my Diſtreſs to conceal, | + 
Be leſi than the Pain is to tell. 


Amyntas returns. 


Amyn. Thus, while the warbling Philomel complains, 
The liſt'ning Swain partakes her tuneful Sorrow. 
Paſt. My Griefs, N ſympathize with thine. 
2 * * * ö a 3 f ; . 14 
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Thy plaintive Strains have given my penſive Heart 
Diſtreſs unfelt before b te 
Amyn. =————Are then our Griefs 
So equally ſevere, as to deſerve 
Our mutual Pity ? Sure a ſocial Balm, 
So ſweetly healing, __ aſſaage the Pain. 
Paſt. Or may increaſe it, from the Cauſe miſtaken, 
Amyn. Why are thoſe Cauſes then conceal'd, ſince on 
Our Cure, our future Happineſs depends ? 
Paſt, That Queſtion, thou, Amyntas, muſt refolye! 
For, to that Purpoſe, has my Father ſent me, 
To ſearch thy Griefs, and by Advice to heal them, 
Amyn. The ſame Injunction has he laid on me, 
That I ſhould give due Praiſes, to thy eiſy Scorn 
Of vain Philautus Love, and to thy Hart 
Commend a Swain, whoſe Virtues mip ht deſerve thee, 
But ſay, Paftora, did he tell thee, t! _—— 
_ knew, _ Ampyntas lov'd? | | 
Pa Thy Strai is confeſs'd it. 
Anyn. If that were Proof, thy 125 s confeſs'd the ſame, 
Paft. We often ſing of Sorrows net our own. 
Amyn. Of ſuch, Paſtora, might Amyntas ſing. 
Paſt. May we then hope, that neither of us ove? © 
Amyn. If both could love with Hope, twere happier {till! 
Paſt. But that, alas! for ever is deny'd to me ! 
pr by frowning Honour to deſpair! | 
Amyn. The ſame ſtern Brow affrights Amyntas' Hope. 
PaPt. Do'ft thou then love below thy Birth, 4g ::a:? 
Amyn. Were that my Fate, I might declare my Flame, 
But Fears like mine can never reach after. 
For, in Arcadia, ſhe has no Superior. 
Paſt. And therefore is the doom'd to hide her Heart, 
Amyn. O Love! how equal are our Woes, aud yet 
How oppoſite their Cauſe ? 
Paſt. — — Our Woes ſo like, 
May: in the ſame complaining Strains be told, 


AIR XXI. 


975 my- Grief is ere, it wives me to fee, 
That the Swain who infli#r-it, -conceives not tis he. 


Dn 
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* The Swain that ſubdues me, I dare nat reveal; 
| That ['m won &er be «woes me I tremble to tell: 

Th my Ruin it prove, no Weakneſs I'll ſhow ;; 

'Tis enough that I love, and too much he ſhould know ; 

Tho* my Grief is ſevere, it relieves me to ſee, 

That the Swain who inflicts it, conceives not "tis he." 
Amyn. And yet Paſtora, ſure, might truſt a Friend, 
A Friend appointed to receive the Secret! 

Paſt. Is not my Charge the ſame on thee, Amyntas ? 

Anyn. What Evil can attend thy firſt declaring ? 

Paſt. Till I firſt know Amyntas Heart, my Flame 
For ever ſtifled, in my Breaſt thall die. 

; T 

Amyn, Capid! help a Swair's Deſpair ! 
2 2 Teach his Tongue to loſe his Fear J 
* Paſt, Cupid! grant the Swain I love, 

wy May for me my Anguiſh prove? 

Amyn.  Muft I. drag this hopeleſs Chain? 

Paſt, . Muſt 1 ever figh in vain? 

Both. Love conceal'd is endleſs Pain 

Amyn. ' Cupid, help a Swwain's Deſpair ! 
' Paſt. Cure my Love, or kill my Fear! 
e eee 
Both. Q Grant, 0 7 * * Ly . v1 love, 
i | | Savain 

May for me my Anguiſp prove. | 
- Paſt. Amyntas, as thou would'ſt preſerve my Peace, 
Tell me the Nymph, that gives me Pains for thee. 
 Amyn. How dreadful is the Precipice I ſtand on! 
But yet remember, O! too curious Maid! 
When I lie daſh'd and dead with my Deſpair, 
Twas not my own Preſumption, but thy Will 
That forc'd me on my Fate! and to confeſs, 
My tortur'd Heart has long ador*d Paſtora ! 


Paſt. What have I heard, Amyntas / 5 
Amyn. O cruel Maid 


Why would'ſt thou drive me to this dreadful Fall 
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Paſt. That theſe kind Arms might ſavethee, O Amy; 4; 

Our Happineſs, our Ruin, from this Hour, | 

Is one! And if Paftora's yielded Heart 

Can pay the Pains thou haſt endur'd for me, 

Let thy own Wiſhes form thy own Reward ! 

The Joys I give Amyntas, I receive. 

Amn. Immortal Pow'rs! may I believe my Senſe ? 

What haſt thou utter'd? O Paftora ! ſure 

I dream ! This heavenly Viſion is too much 

For waking Life to bear ! Amazement, Love, 

Tumultuous Joy, and Tranſport, ſwell my Heart, 

I fear, beyond the Limits of my poor Deſervings. 
Paſt. No, Amyntas ! that feet Humility, 

That diſtant Awe of unavow'd Deſire, 

Has more prevail'd upon my yielding Heart 

Than all the Flatteries of proteſting * 

Ann. O! let me gaze, and languiſh on thy Softneſ;! 

While Sighs on Sighs invoke thy Charms confeſs'd, 

And fault'ring Speech can only found Paſtora. 


Learn hence, ye Nymphs your Lovers ta ſurprize, 
Nor boaſt the trivial Conqueſt of your Eyes ; 

The Vows your Charms inſpire, with Charms will break, 
And teach the ſated Lover to forfake : 

But when with Virtue aided, you ſubdue, 

Long will your Swains adore, and long be true! 
Then like Paftora's, may your Flames be own'd, 
And each Amyntas in your Hearts be crown'd. 

| [ Exeunt, 


* 


2 Ai. _ 8 _—__ 


. I. 


|  Arcas and Egon in the Garden. 


Arcat. ES, gon, I over- heard it all ! conceal'd 
Within a Bower, which ſcarce the Sun or 
. Winds 

Could pierce, my Ears were witneſs of their Love; 

I heard the equal Conflict of their Hearts, 
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Which while unknowing that their Flames were mutual, 
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Alternate Duty labour'd to conceal: 

duch Innocence and Virtue gave me Pain, 

ro ſee the dread Suſpence o* their Deſires ! 

But when, to their Amazement, they diſcover'd, 

How long, in Heart, for Heart, their Hopes had lan- 

Their tender Tranſports even recall'd my Youth, [guiſh'd, 

And gave my Eyes the Softneſs of a Lover. 
Agon. Here, we perceive how Blood ſuſtains the Mind. 

Paftora's humble Paſſions with her Birth ſubſide, 

Her Heart is charm'd by Merit, in its Weeds ; 

While cold Janthe, unſubdu'd by Fortune, 

Maintains the native Station of her Race, 

Nor bends her Merit to ſuperior Birth. 


way 1 


Of Virtue knows its worth, and will be wooed, 
Agon. Thus Iphis too, unheedful of her Fortune, 
Shews he thinks Virtue is the nobleſt Dower. 
Arcas, All, all, my Friend, advances to our Wiſhes. 
And let me ſay the Merit of their Love 
Were loſt, had not theſe 'Tryals prov'd their Virtue ! 
And yet—the ſtrongeſt, Agon, is to come, 
The long-hid Secret of their Birth! How that 
Diſcover' d may affect their Conſtancy 
Agon. My Lord, you nouriſh Fears, which I alone 
Should feel; If alter'd Birth could change their Paſſions 
Yours might, indeed, deſpiſe the Race of gon. 
Loſt Iphis and Paſtora may be wretched ; br ae 
Amyntas and Tanthe chuſe their Fate. _. .. [frm?- 
Areas. But doſt thou think, their Hearts will {till be 
Agon. Suſpicion cannot form a Fear againit them); 
Or if, at moſt, I grant, Iantbe may = 
A while for Form, retard the Hopes of JTphis,. 
That's the worſt Conſequence that can befall us... 
Arcas, Thy ſanguine Temper, Agon, always cheers me 
De Ibis then our next immediate Care.. 
5 he yet Maſter of Jaathes Riddle? 11 
gon. That's my leaſt Thought l mere female Shyneſs, 
To give her feign'd Reſentment time to cool; | 
And fave th' Appearance of offended Virtue. 
Arcas, Where is Tanthe now? bo 
i: M 5 | 


Arcas. Her Coldneſs ſhews, at leaſt, the honeſt Pride 
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gon. In yonder Grove 
T left her, ſkilfully collecting Herbs 
Of ſanative and virtual Power, which ſhe 
In Charity ſometimes adminiſters 
To helpleſs Swains, when Sicknefs, or Miſchance, 
Confines them to their Cots, unfit for Labour. 
Bat where has Iphis paſs'd his lonely) Hours ? 

* Arcas. This Morn I was inform'd he had been ſeen 
Before the Dawn upon the ſouthern Cliff 
Whoſe lofty Head looks down upon the Sea: 
There penſive and alone, in ſtudious plight 
He lay, and warn'd the paſſing Swains to leave him. 
gon. Love and the Riddle give him full Employ. 

ment. 

Arcas. Perhaps too much: I therefore have ſent forth 
Old Corydon, with others, to obſerve 
His Pur ſes, and warn him homeward !_—See! 


| Enter Corydon. 
What News of Ipbis? haſt thou found him? 


Cor. Found him! | 
Ay, my good Lord, he's found ; but I much fear 
=o has loſt himſelf——Oh ! | he has blown me bravely! 

' Areas. Explain ! be brief, good Corydon—— 

Cor. = Nay, nay, 

1 have not Breath to make long-winded Speeches. 

LEgon. Speak, Man 
Cer. —Why then, in thort—fſince ſhort's my Breath, 
He's mad. 


IE gon. Mad! 
Arcas. What mean'ſt thou 
Cor. — Ever as I ſay: 


He's not himſelf, that's certain: for his Wits 

Have neither Senſe nor Purpoſe! all his Talk 

Is like a broken Inſtrument untun'd ; 

Notes without Harmony. | 
Arcas. —Where was he found * 

Cor. Beneath the Hill, where you directed us, 

Rans a ſmall Brook, that winds along the Vale: 
There he ſat weaving ſimple Wreaths of Willow; 
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One on his Brow he wore :- at fight of us 

He made dumb Signs that we ſhould fit beſide him; 

We did ſo, and not a Word was ſaid to croſs him: 
(For by his Eyes we ſaw his Head was wrong.) 

Then he gave Garlands round to every Swain; | 
And figh'd, and heav'd, as if his Heart were burſting! 
Anon he drew ſome Papers from his Scrip; _ : 
On which he por'd, and purs'd his ſtudious Brow ! 

Then gave out Copies of the ſame, and 12 

Read! read! Expound, and be an Oracle! 

Arcas. The Riddle, Agen 
Cor. Ay, a Riddle penn'd 5 
In Verſe, but paſt our Skill (pour Souls) t'untye! 
And then he laugh'd and ſung light Madrigalls, 

And talk'd as many mournful moving things, 

He drew my Heart into my Eyes, tho? ſcarcg 

A Word of what he utter'd, was Intelligible. 

Yonder he comes, and all the Swains about him. 
Arcas. gon this Sight for ever will reproach us. 


Enter Iphis mufing on a Paper, follow'd by Cimon, Mop- 
ſus, and other Shepherds a crown'd with Willow. 


Ighis. Tis done! I've found it!—"tis the Rainbow! 
„ Pour, | 
Pour down, ye pitying Clouds, your gentle Showers, 
While, with his radiant Pencil, Phebas paints ; 
The glorious Arch upon your gaudy Boſom! y 
Cor. Look you there now—you ſee I told you true. 
cat. I ſee it, and with forrow—give him way. 
Iphis. O heav'nly Sight! Happy auſpicious Omen! 
It comes! it forms! delightful to the Eye! 
Behold where mounted Iris fits aloft, 
And offers me a Seat upon her Throne! 
See! fee? above her Head, Ianthe hxt, * 

Like a bright Evening Star, with Beams unborrow'd; 
Adorns the Sky, and calls for Adoration ! 23 
- Dolt thou not ſee her there [Fo Corydon. 

Cor. | Not I, in troth ! ., .[her! 


Iphis. Why there! look there ! the Moon turns pale at 
Cor. Yes, yes, the Moon is pale indeed! —alas! 
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Poor Soul, his Words are like a Ditty in AE 

A Foreign Tongue to me—Muhe without Meaning. 
Ipbis. Now let us catch the Rainbow, and demand her 

From the Skies—— ah! me! ſhe frowns ! ſhe flies me! 

Down ! down! ye gentle Virgins, and aſſiſt 

A Swamn's Deſpair ! melt her obdurate Heart,. 

- And bend the Goddeſs to a human Pity ! 


AIX I. 


O gentle Orpheus! tune harmonious, 
4 To my Song, thy Lyre ! 
Kneeling.] Teach me, Goddeſs ! to adore thee + 
Help a Lower woid of Art. 
Let his ftreaming Tears implore thee,. 
To relieve a bleeding Heart. 


O remit thy dreadful Sentence 
On a Crime, that call'd thee Fair 
If that Sin requires Repentance, 
Death is kinder than Deſpair. 
F for Lowe, Doom is dying, 
10 Tender pig let me 1 ö 
Fa Tear ſhould fall complying, 
' Gently drop it on my Grave. 
| e finks into the Arms of Arca 

Arcas. O piteous Youth! O gen where is now 
Our Foreſight? Our paternal Care? Our po © 
All loſt, and ram'd by too refin'd a Prudence ! 

gon. Do not think ſo! this Malady may paſs, 
And Ipbis yet recover to our Comfort. 

Arcas. Tis now no time to heſitate on Forms. 
When Life's in doubt, Extreams muſt be apply'd; 
Jantbe muſt be found; on her alone | 
Depends the Ruin or Relief of /phis. 

Agen. While you, Sir, lead him to repoſe, 
Myſelf and theſe our Friends will ſearch the Groves, 
—And bring her, with relenting Tears to fave him. 
| Exit Egon, with others. 
Arcat. Ha! he revives! aſliſt me, ; rag L 
1 3 [ They raiſe him, 
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Iphis. Tanthe ! where! O my deludedi Senſe! 
She's fled ! ſhe's loft l the mould*ring Clouds diſperſe, 
And the gay liquid Phantome is no more! 947 
Such are the viſionary Smiles of Woman! 

A Silver Morn— a Shower a tranſient Sun 
A driving Storm a Tempeſt of Deſpair. 
[| Exeunt Areas and Corydon, laading Iphis. 


The SCENE changes to a Grove. 


Enter Ianthe with @ Servant bearing the Gree, &c. 
they have been gathering. 


lanthe. Theſe, Chloe, may ſuffice for preſent uſe ; 
Now hie thee Home, and fort them as directed. 
[ ſhall but ret a while, and follow thee. {[ Exit Servant. 
At length. L am alone, and my free Thoughts, 
Uncenſur'd now, may ſend a Sigh to Ibis. 
Yes, lovely Youth, with Sorrow Þ conceive 
Thy Pains for me; yet thine give thee no View: 
Of thoſe Iautbe on herſelf impoſes l 
For ſure to bear Diſdain unmerited, : 
Is leſs Compunction to the generous Mind, 
Than to diſguiſe, with Scorn, a yielding Heart. 
Thy Pains, tho' grievous, yet implore Relief 
Even of the Wretch, that wants the Beggar's Pity, 


AIR II. ; 
No more, ye happy Swains, upbraid, 
Or of our Sexes Scarn complain; 
One Conflid of the love-fick Maid, 
I. far, than yours, ſeuerer Pain 
The Hounds we give, your T ongues may tell, 
No Self-Reproach attends the Shame; 
Bnt Oh ! evhat Torture muſt we feel, 
Wha burn, and yet conceal the Flame ? 


But ſoft ? ſome Swain advances through the Grove: 
The waving Boughs fo break upon the View, 
I ſcarce diſcer it is not 5 no 
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This is ſome Stranger by his ſtately Port, 

It muſt be the Corinthian Courtier, 

The new-appointed Lover of Paftora / 

What can have drawn him hither, thus aL. 

But be his | Purpoſe as it may, it muſt 

Be mine t' avoid his Sight. but where —or how? 
This way I meet him—here behind theſe Alders 
Conceal'd a while, perhaps he may o'erpaſs me. [ Retires, 


5 . Enter Philautus. 
Phil. This way the ſorrow- ſounding Voice direded: 
It can be only ſhe, the ſad Paftora / b 
Soothing with Melody her fond Deſire ! \ 
I knew her Female Coyneſs was too faint, 
To breathe intended Scorn—my amorous Arrows, 
When ever drawn, are punctual to the Mark 
The gentle Fondling!—how her Sighs inchant me! 
Methinks I ſee her, on ſome flow'ry Bank 
Repos'd and languiſhing with Love conceal'd ! 
| —4 lilly Hand ſupports her penſive Head, 
| Her drooping Eyes, as conſcious of my Conqueſt, 
Refuſe the Light, that gazes on her Shame ! 
Now with Deſire her downy Boſom heaves, 
While Sighs diffuſed enbalm the ambient Air. 
And yet I ſee her not——ſhe cannot far 
Be hende perhaps a ſoft condoling Strain 
| Wr raiſe her from her Woes, to wakeful Joy. 


. 
Lovely Turtle once more Cooe ! 
Call thy Mate, and find him true - 
Gently murmur to my Far ! 
75 Tell me, Charmer, 
Tell! OH! tell me where 
ry Love may find, and aill thy Care. 
£4 0 call. me . 
With thy mournful Strains allure, 4 
Coe, and call me to thy Cure, 2 
= © - 5a 4 
Cooe, and call me, Cove, and call ae 
To thy Cure. | 
Call me te thy Cure. 
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And yet ſhe anſwers not! where? where, Paffora? 


It muſt be ſo————Her conſcious Solitude, 
At my * collects her Virgin Bluſhes, 


And Love lies ſilent, fearful to encounter! ; 
Now Fortune guide me Ha tranſporting Viſion 1 
She's found! Fe e's found. | 
-Ianthe tomes forward. | 
Ian. — Sir, I. — not Puffora. | k 
Phil. By all my 8, à Beauty far more charming. 


Ian. If you ; d Paſtora, Sir, from hence 
A Bow-ſhot weſtward, lies a Rivulet; 
There with my Brother, m the flow'ry Mead, 
] left her liſt' ning to his Melody. 
Phil. And who, fair Nymph, may be the happy Swain 
That calls thee Siſter ? | 
Ian. Sir, the ſon of Agon, 
— Amy nta 
Phil. Is Agon then, thy Father : PR 
lan. That Pm his Daughter is my Happineſs. 
Phil. And what too cruel Care, my lovely Maid, 
Has drawn thee to this Solitude? For by 
Thy plantive Sound, I know thou art unhappy. 
lan. My ſlight Sorrows are of my own creating. 
Phil. Can Love in all its Tyranny, find Cauſe 
Of Sorrow, for ſuch blooming Beauty ? Say, 
What ſullen Swain, inſenſible of Joy, | 
Has wrong 'd thy Innocence : If Love's thy Grief, 
Behold this Champion-Arm, this kinder Heart, 
Prompt to rev nge or to relieye thy Withes, 
lan. Your generous Offers, Sir, are Joſt on me, 
1 have no Thoughts like thoſe to gra ot 
Permit me to retire—— — This fruitleſs Talk 
Intrudes upon thoſe Hours you owe Paſfora. 

This way dire&s'you — — | 
Phil. vet you muſt not pass. 1 
Theſe amorous Shades, my Fair, were form's fer Love? 
And ſoft Deſire, reſiſtleſs as thy Charms, a | 

Compels me thus to ſeize the fair Occafion F *© 
lan. If you are Noble, as Appearance peaks you, 

Fou can't but know theſe guilty Sounds 

Are inſult to a Helpleſs Maiden's Ear, 
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But now you offer d to revenge my Wrongs : a 
Make good your Word, and be your own went 
Revenge upon your ww wet nocence 
O'erborn wants Strength, to puniſh, ox avoid. 

' Phil. Can Love be 1 125 when ſo gently fer dr 

Tax. Conſtraint and Gentleneſ — ill agree: 

If you are gentle you'll permit me 

And free my Virtue from 2 needle „ 

Z A IV; 

Phil. FP by /6 cold, fo coy, my Fair? 

Ian. Nature teaches Maids their Fear. 

Phil. Tender Lowe thy Fear foall chace. 

Jan. Name not Lo 

Phil. —— One foft Embrace ! 

Ian. No, no, no! you preſs my Heart in vain + 

x Can you be pleas'd, while you give me Pain 

Phil. Zet hear mg—nay, weep not 

Ian. O, Sir, you are born above me! 
Phil. Pretry Maid, Pl make thee great 
Ian. Leave me to my lowly Fate. 

Phil. bat can move you? 

Preity Maid, Pll make thee great. 
En. Teave me to my wry Fate, © 
F you love me ! 


Phil. By Heav' u, a Beauty even of Nature's 
ſormin 
If Gold, or — — Promiſes can wooe, Apart. 
From hence to Corinth, will I tempt her Virtue, 
And leave Peaſtora to repent her Coyneſs. 
Why, my fair Virgin, thus o'ercaſt with Sorrow ? 
Look 5 and meet thy Happineſs i in Smiles! 
In me, kind Fortune waits upon thy Wiſhes : 
To raiſe thee from theſe humble Plains to Affluence, 
- To . to o Pleaſures, and luxurious Life ! 


| n 

Ian. Bright Gold be toe dearly. beunbe £ 

Ah! then EP the Show / rs | 
Content and Virtue be my. Lot, 
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phil. Miſtaken Maid, thy rural Life obſcur'd 
Has ſhewn thee nothing of the greater World ! 
Our Palaces of Joys unknown to Groves! 
One circling Round of Splendor and Delight 
Fills up the dalliant Meature of our Hours 
The menial Sun himſelf attends our Pleaſures, . 
With bright Meridian-Beams begins our Morn ; 
And when, with Night, our duſky Noon comes on, 
Tapers reſplendent blaze another Day 
Till ſated with the various Midnight Revel, 
Upriſing Phabus lights us to Repoſe 
Then folded in the happy Lover's Arms, 
Each amorous Dame hides from excluded Light 
Her glowing Bluſhes, till the Noon-tide Morn, 
duch are the Jon fair Nymph, reſery'd for thee. 
Fly then theſe abje& Plains, ang ſeize thy Fortune. 
lan. What ſhall I ſay ? how anſwer, or avoid 2 E 
| : | 2 . 
Pil. Think well, my Fair, who and what Grandeur 
courts thee. f 
lan. To tell him how my Heart deteſts his Love, 
May irritate his Pride to Inſolence ! Ty 2 
letter to tempt his Pity, than his Anger. 
Phil. Haſt thou no M or is it form'd of Marble? 
lan. My fmple Heart is fled a ,n, 
Nor «was it made of Stone : 
You come too late, alas the Day? 
Too late by One. © | 
Phil. What bold preſuming Swain ſhall dare 
To ſtand the Riyal of my Flames ayow'd? _ 
Away ; this artful Story is but feign'd, 
To ſtir my N Heart to Jealouſy, 


That with a ſofter Fondneſs it may wooe thee ? | 
AIR VI, | 
Ian, Ala, I own with weeping Eye, 
Your ſoſteſt Vows ars vain! 
The more you gh, the more muſt I 
In Tears complain. 
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Phil. Impoſſible ! thou doſt not know thy Heart? 
To fly, and tell me, tis thy Grief to fly, 
Implies thy fearful Wiſhes would relieve me, 
Could I but find Excuſes for thy Kindneſs: 

Here then, behold them, ſparkling as thy Eyes! 

8 . I. ering Jeuel 
While theſe, my Fair, adorn thy radiant Charms, 
Reproach will, cringing, gratulate thy Fortune ; 
And envious Cenfure rival thy Deſires. 

| AIR VIII. 
Fly fand Nymph, theſe rural Plains; 
- "Thou Wert born, in Courts to ſpines 
Maatſte not then thy Charms on Swains, 
To a nobler Lowe incline. © 


lan. In Pity, O! my Painredlieve! 

MWor preſs a Heart, not mine, to give 1 
Should 1, for you, inconſtant prove, 

Jus foon-wight|Scorn ſucceed your Love. 


„ Hie could yon bear à Maid untrue? 
Moe wwavering Heart | 

1212. From Truth nuff part. 

And firſt be falſe, ere kind to ou ß 


Phil. Has Cupid, then, no Sway among your Plains 
Or, are you all to Veſtal Flames devoted, 
That Dignity and Merit thus ave {lighted ! 
Shall I return to Corinth a rejected Lover; 
Without one ruin'd Heart to mourn my Parting? 
Have I, in Courts, been ſated with Succeſs, 
And here, muſt, like a low born Shepherd, pine, 
In want of what were honour'd by Acceptance? 
Tan. Oil then be conſcious of your Worth, and ſcorn me 
Phil. No, froward Maid ; i know your Sexes Wiles 
Theſe painted Terrors would excite Compaſſion, 
And ſooth my Fervour into ling'ring Hope ; 
But Ill cut ſhort thoſe cold Formalities 
Of Love, and force thee to immediate Joy. 
Ian. What mean you, Sir?ſ!ʒ;‚ù _. 
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1 | PII. — To give you what your Pride 
And Coyneſs, in your warmeſt Hours, expect; 
The kind Excuſe of Violence, to hide 
Your Bluſhes in a feign'd Reſiſtance 
lan. Help! 
Ye guardian Powers of Innocence protect me! 
[Iphis ruſhes in, pręſenting his Spear to Ting. 
Iphis. Hold ! raviſher! forego the frighted Maid, 
Or, to thy Traitor's Heart, receive my Vengeance! 
Phil. Confuſion ! am I by a Stripling brav'd ? 
lan, Hold, Ibis, J conjure thee ! O! * 5 . 
To his unequal Strength, thy precious Life 
vince his foul Purpoſe is prevented, leave 
To the avenging Gods his Puniſhment. 
bis. The Gods by me demand it | 
Phil, ————— Fold! raſh Boy + 
Thou art ſome ſighing Lover, whom her Scorn, _ 
| perhaps; has. held a Vaſſal to her Pride: 8 
„s ſuch, I give thy Fate Compaſſion——There! | 2 
take and deſerve her by thy ſeeming Service! 
If after what theſe conſcious Groves may tell thee, 
[ have poſſeſs'd, thy groſs contented Heart 
Can feaſt on thy Superior's Waſte of Riot; 
Emoythy Wiſh, and rid me of Satiety! ! 
I;his. Thou lyeſt; infernal Traitor—— © 
Ha! fo brave! 5 
Iphiz. More impotent in Malice than nt 
Her ſpotleſs Fame defies thy fland'rous Tongue; 
heard her ſhrieking in thy horrid Gripf e! 
law Averſion arkling ? her Eyes, 
And pale Abhorrence ſhuddering at th Ton 
As if ſome writhing Serpent had embrac'd 2 | 
Phil. Tis well, fond Youth ! then be it ſo! de gin 
l ehaſte— Me ſhe avoided———right ! believe fol. 
lonly boaſted to infult thy Love! 
Her virtue ſtill reſerves her Heart for thee! ' 
Ipbit. Inſinuating Slave! would'ft thou, to gain 
elief, confeſs thyſelf a Villain? No! 
That ſhe reſerves for me her Heart requires 


jor thy Vanity to hope: But this og 
| know, I boves nia deſerve her Favour. tt 


Well 


auns 


(ile 
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Thy Rufſfian Inſult, on her Sex and Fame, 
Deſerve my Boar-Spear quivering in thy Heart. 
But Cowardice, like thine, would ſhame Reſentment 
To kill thee were to hide thy Infamy ! 
To let thee live abhorr'd, is nobler Vengeance 
Phil. Bold Minion ! thou ſhalt hear of this ſeverely 
Inis. Away! thou Vaunter of thy own Diſhonou!! 
Hence I with thy Safety! let my Scorn forget thee | 
Phil. Such Inſolence no Temper can fupport. 
[Exit Philauty 
Jobis. 0 fair Tanthe ! 40 L ance more meet 
Thy Eyes, and unoffended, at my gazing ? 
lan. That I haye Eyes to ſee, or Tongue to ſpeak, 
Is owing, 1phis, to thy timely Virtue ! 
Had not thy Arm, from wor than Death, cal 
Janthe had, ere this, been ſeen no more! | 
beer et I tremble at the inſtant Horror ! | 
carce have Life to breathe my Gratitude, 
0 1 — how ! how ſhall my Heart repay thee? 
Ipbis. Be, but to thy own Injunction conſtant, 
Comply with what thy Vows have ſworn, 
And 2 thy Jphis bleſt, by Heaven's Decree. 
lan. What means 175 Tranſport —— 
: 16511. ark! mark well thy Words! | 
«« When 1phis plain this Riddle reads, 
«© Then, to his Wiſh, his Love ſucceeds ! 
Ten, Ha thou then ſoly'd it, 1phis ? 
155i... Hear my Fortune. 
Ian. My Hopes, my Heart attends thee 
BliUůu. 0. 7 | 
Were I to tell thee, how my tortur'd Brain 40 
Had labour'd, ev'n to Madneſs, for the Senſe 
of thy ohſcur d Decree upon my Love, BY 
Thy Tendernefs would pity my Deſpair. | 
Tan. As Iphis would the Soxrows of lanthe,.. 
Had he conceiv'd their Cauſe 
E. Ny Aeg er ai thou, their Cauſe! 
Nay, thoſe are Thoughts for future Hou 


Ipbis. Le? it Taflice then, that my Father $ Care 
Soon brought m wand ring Senſes to Reflection. 


zen hopeleſs ſtill, and, to my Fate reſign'd, 

ike thee, to chaſte Diana's Shrine I flew, . 
"ray Succour to my Heart's Diſtreſs, 
hen, from her awful Trips, thus the Goddeſs, 
werting her Decree, explain'd my Pate. 


That which ſhe. cannot Hawe, the Fair ſhall G:ve, 
« That which thou cank not Grne, or the Defire. 
That which ſhe xz not have, ſhalt thou receive. 
« That, that's the Cure thy preſent Woes require. 


lan. Haſte to expound, and eaſe my Heart's Impatience, 
Ibis. “ O then. repay my Wars, with happier Life, 
And give me what thou-canſt not bave—a Vie. 

And in Return, which thou can/t newer (iu, 

' lanthe's Heart @ Huſban (hall receive! 

lan, O never was a oats © LR zien! 

us, Iphis, is a Marriage made by Heaven ! 

anſt thou forget my Sexes coy Regard? 


ly 
I > 


he fond and eaſy Maid is kind in vain 3 

ant is the Bliſs, that never paſs'd-thro? Pain, 
geauty, by Nature, timoroully coy, 

by Griefs impos d, refines the Lover's Joy: 

bus blooming Roſes have their native Power, 

o wound the Hand that pulls the fragrant Flower. 


Damon Zaters alone. 


Dam. How ! Jobis, and Janthe, hand in hand? 
Twas but this Hour, I heard he had loſt his Wits 

Fir Love | Nay, gen now'is in che Woods 

Seking his Daughter too— Ah! ha! my Miſtreſs! 
You've found yourſelf, it ſeems, the way to cure him 


And Love, cond Thoughts, is not ſo frightful ! 
but why do I pretend to laugh at her, | 
When Phillida has made a greater Fool of me, 
Than ever held the Sexes Power in Scorn? 
. 15345 
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his. Can Love look back from fuch a fweet Reward? 


Lernt 


Tour dainty Coyneſs is come dewn at laſt, ö 
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1 
Dam. Around the Plains, my Heart — i | 
De Brown, the Fair, my Flames ap 2 rov'd: 
The Pert, the Proud, by Turns have 
And kindly filPd my A 
Id, I ſung, Tata, I'; 
P bile this I wwod'd, I that enjoy'd, 
Aa ere the Kind, with My 1. 
The Coy refign'd her Charms. 15 


Bat now, alas! thoſe Days are 2 8 | 
The Wrong'd are all reveng'd, by one, 
N bo, 144 a frighted Bird, is flown, 

eee ber Image here. 
O could 1, yet, her Heart recall, 
2070 ber Feet my Pride webs al, 
* for her Sake, for/aking 
Would fix for ever there. 


Could I have ever thou ht to have ſeen this Day . 
That 1 ſhould fold my Arms, and ſigh for 67 
Nay one that in her turn has figh'd for me! 

And only eould ſubdue me by her Parting! 

How could the Gypſy muſter ſuch a Spirit! 

The Pertnefs of her r Pride has ſo provok'd me, 

I ſhall never reſt in my Bed, *till ſhe 

Lies by me—Here ſhe comes, and with her -ha 
Her- Father! ſoft—l'm out of Favour there 

Lie cloſe a while, and mark what Nail's a driving. 


6 


[Retirn, 


| Enter Corydon auirb Phillida. 


3 — Thar band? 
Irt not enough'I ſee him not ! 


Cor. | ol fa 


Avoid him as the wildeſt Beaſt of Pre! ! 

He uſes Girls like Carrion : Not the Wolf 

In a Sheepfold, er hungry Fox on Poultry, 

Can make more Havock, than that wicked Rogue 
Among the Wenches Heart 


Jet could he, ſtill, be Cir to marry.me!. 
Cor. My Patience! has he not refus'd to matry 
Phil. And therefore I have declar'd againſt 3 
Cor. Ay, ay, but ſtill he Iurks within your Heart! 

And 'till you drive him thence——— -*- 

Phil, - I ſtrive to do it l 


And if ey knew the Pain, you'd pity me. 
Al R XI, ; 


A thouſand Ways, to wean my Heart, 
Pre try d, yet can't remove bim. 
And tho for Life, J'ue worn to = | 
For Life, I find I love biům. 
Still fbould the dear falſe Man return, 
And with new Vows purſue me, 5! 
ö His flatt*ring Tongue would kill my Scorn, | 
And Pill, 1 fear undo ne. 


Cor. Conſider, Philly Y, if thou'rt fairly married, 
{And thou haſt choice of Cimon, or of Mop/us.) 
How happy will thy double Dowry make thee ? | 
Phil: J do conſider, Father, fo ſhould you! 

As a low Fortune with the Man I love, 

Can't make me rich ; ſo Riches with the _ 

ge. can't make me ag eee 
am. = — t Ci 

0! I could eat thy very Lips that ſpoke it. J 

Cor, See! yonder's Cimon coming! for my Sake, 

Dear Phillida, give him at leaſt a Smile ; 

A little Love endur'd, may teach the Boy 

u time to pleaſe thee— , 

Phil, = Well! — you deſire it. 
but Mop/ucs has the ſame Pretenſions too. 
dend him to make his equal Claim, 

And, 'till he's found, I'll hear what Cimon ſays. 
Cor. Ah! Philliaa, thou gain'ft my Heart, Pl! ſend him, 
[Exit Corydon. 


Dan. Now mall A meaſure, by their Hopes, my own. 


d 
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Damn. — That muſt be me! [ Behind. 
But what ſays Phillida ? 
Phil, —_— ppoſe this true 
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| To her Cimon ſinging. 
: 2 ATR XI. | 
Cini. Behold, and fee thy wounded Lover ! 
| Whoſe Truth from thee will ne er depart ! 
O la my Tears, at length, diſcover 
One genile Smile, to heal my Heart! 


Phil. Mere in the World, nd Man but Cimon, 
| Now of the Female Kind but I, 
- With me ſhould and the Name of Woman, 
With thee the Race of Man ſhould die. 


Cim. O cruel Sound! falſe- he arted Phillida ! 
Didſt thou not ſay, thou lovedſt me better than 
My Brother Megſus ?- ; * 
I. ——Y, but twas 
As of two Evils, I would chuſe the leaſt: 

Stay, *till I'm bound to chuſe, and then reproach me. 
Thy Crying makes me la his Laughing makes 
Me ſleep There's all the hopeful difference. 

AIR XIII. ö | 
Cim: Ocxavhat a Plague it Love ! Tay 

cannot bear it ! 
What Life /o curft can prove, 

Or Pain come near it! 
n ben I would tell my Mind, 

My Heart miſdoubts me; 
Or uber 1 ſpeak, I find 

With Scorn ſht routs me. 
In vain is all I jay, 
* 2 fill is Nay : 

di/mal,. 7 


flouts me. 
Enter Mopſus Aging. 


: A I R XIV. 
Mop. . 44! poor Cimon ! Dud a cry? 


Will-a-day ! wipe an Eye! O, Phillida 


,  ” ' iS + 


A ed cd 
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To treat NID 
Phillida, ! 


Simpleton, Paperfeall! 1 for ever Patt 
T hink thee far the greater Fool, 
T herefore will. give thee Cauſe 

With him to cry. #2 
Toll l h dell !—Now T ; os | 
Who has Cauſe moſt to cry, ah ! well-a-day ? 
What care I] why let ber ſcußß. 
1 can laugh ; play ber off, better than vo 
Ah? poor lief, thou rt a Fo 
. 1 fay, you're à greater Owl. oy 
Nay, mew Pm ſurt that's a Lye, | 
What's.a Lye ? 

— 7 hat's a Tye? L 

Liar, "tis true. 


AIR Xv. True AIR changes. 


Phil, Give over your Lowe, you great Loobier, 
T hate you both, you Sir, and you too: 
Did ever a Brace of ſuch Boobies 
The * that deteſts them, * ? 


Mop. Hew / 
Phil. ——Go7 
Cim. Oh! n ready to faint ; f 


How are po? [7s Mopſus, 
Mop. Why Fr”. Se treats us but fo, /0. 
Por my part, I think ſhe's a Devil, 
ff Woman wwould-ſeorn for to do ſo. 
Cim. 05 5! fuck Wards are uncivil. 


Phil. Prepare then, to hear my Laft Sentence; 
Before I'd wed either, much rather 
Td ſtand om the. Stool of Repentance, 
82 awant for my Bantling a Father. 

9 7 
eim. — 0+! Wor! n reauy to faint ; 
Mop. And L108, 1 
Vor. IV. N 
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Was ever a Slut fo inhuman! r: 
| Odfzooks ! let us take A ber Metthe / 
Cim. I dare not=— Sheff: 
Mop. Let me come . , aaa, Max. 
She only has wwater'd a Nettle. . | 


In Sort, ehis aon? Ws; Mr. Vixen! 
For one of us Two you muſt now chuſe. 
Phil. Then you are the Man that I fix on; 


E And ry the Fool I refuſe. 
, Strikes each a Box on the Far 


| Cim. Waunds ! 
Cim. and Mop. Go! The Devil Andy fy fuch a Spoule 


Phil. If there's a Joy comes near recovering thoſe 
We love, ſure *tis to filence thoſe we hate. 


When Cimon and Mopſus are gone, Damon preſents 
himfelf to Phillida, ſinging. 


AIR XVI. Z 

Dam-— See Behold and fee! © 
| With an Eye kind, and relenting, 

Damon, now repeating, 


Oni) true to thee 
Content to love, and lowe for Life! 


Phil. I you, now ſincere, 
| W ith an honeft Declaration 
3 Mean to prove your Paſſion, 
LD, To the Purpeſe fayear, | 
Aud make at once, a Maid a N, 72. a 


Dam. > 7 * s for Life, I take thee, * 
| Newer to for/ake thee, 


1 Soon, or late, 
DUE. 5 find our Fate, 
„ 0 Hearts aſtray, 
e Direct. the' Way, 5 8 
"fend bring 10 laſting Fays the Rover hont, 


Phil. Ever hind and tender, 
| 3 Cvnguer d, T4 furrenger ; 


Love ia a R1iDDLE 
| "+ Prove but irue, 
* As I to you, 
Each kindling Ki 
_ - Shall yield a Bliſi, LEY: 
That only from the conſtant Lip can come. 
$00 AIR XVI. 
Dam. To the Prieſt away, to bind our Yows, 
With our Hands and Hearts united. 
phil. To reduce the Rover to lawful Spouſe, 
Is a Triumph my Heart has delighted. 
| Dam. I never could fix, 
. Tas the Fault of the Sex, 
Who eaſily yielding, were eaſy to cloy. 
1, But in Love vue fill find, 
Both When the Heart's well inclin'd, 
orn. Tn one, only one is the Joy. 
Bat in Lowe, &c. 


The SCENE opens to the Houſe of Areas. 


Arcas and Egon come forward, aud at ſome Diftance fand 
Iphis avi Ianthe, and Amyntas with Paſtora. 


gon. Now, Sir, applaud my Foreſight, and confeſs 
That what I promis'd has not fail'd our Hopes. 
Anyntas and Paſtora own their Love; 
And Iphis has at length deſerv'd Janthe. 
Arcas. Ves, gon, now I ſee the ſecret Care 
Of Providence, that forms our Happineſs, 
By Meaſures unforeſeen to human Eyes. 
Had not Philautus prov'd an impious Ruffian, 
Ibis might never have produc'd his Virtue, 
Nor fair Paſtora, but by Scorn of him, 
Have ſhewn a Spirit worthy of her Birth. 
But where ſhall my Indulgence find Excuſe, 
To ratify thy Flame profeſs'd, Amyntas ? 
Or thine, Yanthe, for the Son of Arcas F _ 
How may I anſwer to the World my Conduct, 
In mixing ſuch unequal Blood, and Fortune ? 
Amyn, My Lord, if 2 Happineſs muſt rank 
2 


* 
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With what is practis'd in the ſenſual World, 


My hopes are blaſted; and I fand condemn'd, A 

Even by my own Confeſſion of a Crime 

Might lay an Imputation on your Pardon. N 

But if Fo I haye often. heard you ſay) N 

Man onl y has his Value from his Virtue, V 
And that where Food and Raiment are provided, T 

Health and Integrity of Heart is all Hr 


That's needful- to compleat our Happineſs : 
Then, Sir, my pleading Love has this Excuſe ; 
That tho? beyond a Life of Innocence, 


I boaſt no Virtues, to ſupport my Claim; | T} 

Yet by your own Preſcription, I may ſay Ar 

Paſtora choſe me; therefore I deſerve her. 5 
Agon. An Anſwer worthy of thy Father's Son! 

Fear not, Amyntas, I'll ſupport thy Love. Th 


Areas, Egon ! Thou more than Father to my Boy ! Yo 
l Ade to gon Wi ee 
"Tis ll Amyntas, When Tanthe has ö 
Reply'd, at once on both I-ſhall determine. | Bur 
| My noble Lord ! the Time has been, when you Ou; 
Yourſelf reproach'd my cold Regard of 1phis ; 
And, like a tender Father, gave him to my Pity, 
Was it no Merit that my bleeding Heart 
Refus'd to gratify its own Defires, 
And ſtarve my Love, to feed a juſt Reſentment? 
If that Reſentment fince has been appeas'd 
By Obligations greater, that even Life 
Preſerv'd, can you reproach my Gratitude ? 
If then a Heart, ſo tempted, ſeems aſpiring, 
Let this Reflection, Sir, excuſe my Love; 
That Ipbis, tho? adorn'd with every Grace 
That might deſerve and charm the proudeſt Beauty; 
Though my Superior far in high-born Blood; 
And of a Fortune boundleſs as your Bounty, 
Yet all theſe Gifts from Heaven and Nature's Hand 
Were Charms too weak to reach Janthe's Heart, 
Till a, and Love, had more than once deſery'd her, 
Arcas. O! Agen Agen my Contentment grows 
Too ſtrong to be = L thirſt, I burn 
To claſp my bleſſed Children in my Arms, 


* 
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And pour out all the Fondnefs of a Father. 
Amyn. Whence this affecting Paſſion ? 
gon. — rom a Cauſe 
Will raiſe you Wonder equal to your Virtues. 
Nor from the ſweet Rewards he now intends 
Your Love, can ſpring a Tranſport more ſublime, 
Than what a tender Father feels to find 
His Children have deſerv'd them 
—— — — —Ha! | 
Jan. —————His Children! 
Agon. What then remains, my Lord, but that you call 
Their Merit from obſcure Adoption forth, 
And let Amyntas and Tanthe know, 2 


4 


What noble Blood now claims and crowns their Virtues. 


Arcas. Hear then, ye happy Lovers, and attend 
The Story of your ſtrange inverted Fortunes. 
You often have been told that Agon, and 
Myſelf, whoſe Friendſhip from our Youth grew up, 
In one ſame Year (ſuch was the Will of Heaven) 
Buried the Boſom-Partners of our Hearts. 
Our mutual Grief ſoon drew us from the gay 
And taſteleſs Pleaſures of a Court, to paſs 
In rural Solitude our future Days, 
Accountable to Senſe, and Nature's Law. 
It happen'd, in our Courſe of friendly Talk, 
One Day reflecting on the anxious Cares 
That tender Parents feel for infant Children ; 
Obſerving too how ſeldom high-born Blood 
And Riches add to real Happineſs ; 
How often head-ſtrong Youth, depending on 
Hereditary Rank, have ſunk their Virtues in 
Exceſs, and from elated Pride have mock'd 
Thoſe Morals that ſhould grace Nobility : 
Thoſe Fears, I ſay, revolving in my Breaft, 
To Zgon I propos'd this ſtrange Precaution: 
That mutually our Infants ſhould exchange 
Their Father; and having no Mother's Fondneſs, 
That might oppoſe our Scheme, we thence agreed 
That thou Amyntas, and Tanthe thou, 
As Zgor's Son and Daughter ſhould be train'd : 
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That, to your ſeeming humble Birth and Fortune, 
Your Hopes reſtrain'd, might level your Defires; 
While 1phzis, and Paftora, to my Care 
Aſſign'd, might from Imaginary Birth 
Imbibe the higher Sentiments of Honour. 
Now mark! how happily the Conſequence 
Succeeds !-—let your Amazement till be mute, 
While my paternal Care prevents your Wiſhes, 
And doles you out the Bleſſings you deſerve. 
Agon. Now, Children, form your Wiſhes and re. 
ctcͤ:.iive them. | 
Arcas. Amyntas, to reward his Love conceal'd, 
Now enters on a Fortune, which expected 
Had loſt the ſweeter Reliſh of Poſſeſſion ; 
And to exert his Gratitude to /Zger, 
Whoſe Precepts taught him to deſerve Paftora, 
He lays that N his Daughter's Feet. 


While Jpbis, of Tanthe's Heart e 4 
| Receives the Fortune which his Love beſtow'd, 
And by Alliance makes me twice his Father. 


[Amyntas and Paſtora kneel to Egon, 


[Iphis and Ianthe reel zo Arcas, Cc. | 


£myn. O where ſhall Duty, Gratitude and Joy 

Find Words to utter what our Hearts conceive ! 

Iphis, Amazement, Praiſe, and Admiration, fill 

'The Soul with Tranſports tco ſublime for Speech ! 
Arcas. Continue, by your Virtues, to deſerve your 

Fortune: 

Vou give me then not only Praiſe, hut Triumph! 
Iphis. Amyntas , TH N 
Amy n. — bi,! OE: 
52 6 — . ee 
Ann. My Brother now. 

Paſt. O kind Ianibe? | 5 
Ian. —0 Paſtora / How | 


How ſhall I thank thee, for Amyntas Joy ? Y Embracing. 


Paſt. Excel me, if thou can'ſt, in Love 
to [phis? 15 
Amyn. Do that, Tanthe, and Amyntas Truth 
Shall emulate thy Kindneſs to Paſtora. 


Pa 
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Iphis. Do that, Amyntas, then ſhall Tphis Love. 2 
Redouble wy anne on Iantbe. | 


AIR XVIII. 


lan. Thus we 10 Virtue give 
| All that wwe thence receive. 


Iphis zo Amyn. Be zo Paſtora hind, . 
| 2 here Hall fad... Te 
I bat there be gives, il 
lanthe here receives. |, 


_ to Iphis. Be to Ianthe ind. 
Kind Iphis here 1 find © 

What there he gives, „ 1 
Paſtora here receives. 5 4 
; 


- 
ITS = — * — 


Paſt, 70 lanthe. Be to thy Iphis 1 
Tanthe here. Hall find | 
bat there ſbe gives 
Amyntas here receives, 


* 


* " 
2. 
r 
— * * 


Ianthe. Typus all receive 1 
The blended Jay. WE give, 2 | 
. Now ſay the Nymph is cold | i 
Iphis. | Who calls the Lover bold? | | 
Paſt. and . While kind, and true ? 4 
lanthe, 4 Moa every killing Care, i# 
Paſt, Of Fealouſy, or Fear. 11 1 
lanthe and = Adieu, adieu ! 28 "1 
Omnes. | Adien, adieu ! | | i. W 
aw nt 1 d with the firſt Part. 
Agon. Why, r MF Lord, here Love appears in 
Triumph! . 11 


Speaks from the Heart, and fa with Innocence 
Where ſhall we find, in pompous Courts, or S 
Deſires ſo Cordial, ſo reſin'd by Virtue? 
Arcas, Where ever Pride, Deceit, or ſordid ious: b 71 
Are baniſh'd, Agon, we ſhall always find them. 
Let us not think our Children only bleſs'd, . 
Becauſe the general World makes light of Virtue, | 


N 4 
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Could Millions taſte the ſame exalted Blifsg; - ' © Ir 
It rather then might heighten our Contentment. Al 
Egon. Why be it ſo, my Lord: But ſince Manking Ar 
Shew, by their ſenſual Practice, their Miſtake, He 
Let not us grieve becauſe we can't reform them, Ha 
Let us exult upon our Choice, and leave 80 


Vain glorious Greatneſs to its gilded Wiſnes. 
This Day, at leaſt, we'll dedicate to Mirth, 


And give our rural Swains a Jubilee. ; De 

Arcat. A Day like this, indeed, demands our Joy! Py 

Haſt thou provided, gos, for th* Occaſion ? W 

gen. A Moment's Patience, Sir, you'll find I've nog Sit 
Been idle — [Exit gon, 

Arcas. — Soft! what Swains are here advancing ? 1 

Te 

To them Corydon, Damon and Phillida. In 

Cor. Long live the ever-noble Houſe of Arca, MV 

May his high Race, from endleſs Heirs to Heirs, W. 


Make many more ſuch Holidays as this. 
Arcat. We thank thee, Corydon 
Cor.—— Nay, my good Lord, 
The Joy's not all your own : For I myſelf 
At laſt have found a Father's Comfort too : 
Your kind Benevolence has done the Deed, 
Your double Dowry has reduc'd the Rover, 
And Damon now is dubb'd a Downright Huſband. 
 Arcas. And Phillida his Bride tw, 
Cor, — — Even ſo, my Lor 
I ſaw the Prieſt this Moment join their Hands. 
As fos their Hearts, why Troth! they e' en muſt do 
Like other honeſt Folks, and take their Chance. 
Areas. In earneſt of my Promiſe, Damon, wear 
This Ring; and be a Partner of our Joy, | 


gon returns laugbint 
gon. Ha! ha! n of n at 

T'd like to av brought you here, a Gueſt, my Lord] 

That might have added to our Paſtime——— 
Arcas. —— om ? 


1 


Agen. Philautus + but his Modeſty, it ſeems, 
Thought it became him better to decamp. 
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met him mounted, with his tawdry Train, 

All on their Palfries prancing Poſt to Corinth : 

And when I aſk'd th* Occaſion of his Haſte, 

He ſcornfully reply'd——Our Women, here, 

Had neither Senſe of Merit, or of Love. 

So ſpurr'd his Horſe, and ſtaid not for his Farewell. 
Arcas. In Courts, perhaps, he may have better Fortune. 
Agon. With all my Heart! There he'Il find Beauties that 

Deſerve ſuch Huſbands But now to our Paſtime. 

I've brought you, Sir, a Troop of jolly Swains, 

Who promiſe all their Skill to pleaſe : Let us 

dit down, and take Well-meaning for their Merit. 

2 [4 Dance, and Chorus of Shepherds, &c. 
Arcas. Now, Agon, nought remains, but nuptial Rites 

To conſecrate our Childrens Happineſs. 

In theirs, methinks, our ſpring of Youth returns : 

While Tranſport flows in Veins, almoſt our own, | 


We ſhare the Harveſt which our Cares have ſown, 
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- CINCE Songs, to Plays, are now-a-days, 
8 Like to your Meals, a Sallad; | 
Permit us then, kind Gentlemen, 
To try our Skill by Ballad: - 
While you, to grace our Native Lays, 
As France has done before us, 
Belle, Beau, and Cit, from box and Pit, 
All join the jolly Chorus. 
Ehorus.While You, to grace, Cc. 
Poor Engliſh Mauths, for Twenty Tears, 
* Have been ſhut up from Muſic; © 
But, thank our Stars, Outlandiſh Airs, 
At laſt have made all You—— ſich. 
When warbling Dames <vere all in Flames, 
And for Precedence wrangled, 
One Engliſh Play cut ſhort the Fray, 
And home again they dangled. 
Cborus. Then, Free-born Boys, all make a Noiſe, 
As France has done before-us : _ 
With Exg/iþ. Hearts, all bear your Parts, 
And join the Jolly Chorus. | 
Sæueet Sound on languid Senſe beſtow'd,. 
Is like a Beauty married 
To empty Fop, who talks aloud, 
While all her Charms are Buried. 
But late Experience plainly ſhews, 
That common Senſe, and Ditty, 
Have rawviſh'd all the Belles, and Beau, 
And Charm'd the chaunting City. — 
Chorus. Then, Free- born Boys, 22 g 
| With New Delight, ⁊ue ve try'd To-night 
Our utmoſt Skill to win ye; 
Our only Pray'r, is that you'd ſpare 
Poor Signior CIBBERINI. 2 
F what h has done can auarm the Town: ; 
To fet up Engliſh Ditty, 
You'll all confeſs, h has not done leſs, 
Dylan had his Muſe been Witty, 
Chorus. Then, Free-born Boys, &c, - 
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Faber Inus, & Ungues 

Exprimet, & Molles imitabitur ere Capilles, 

Infelix operis ſummà, qui ponere totum 

Neſciet : Hunc ego me, ff quid componere curem 

Non magis efſe velim, quam pravo vivere naſo- 

Sectandum, nigris Oculis nigroque Capillo. 
Horat. de Art. Poet. 


__—. 


3 TO THE 
RIGHT HONOURABLE 


CHARLES Earl of Orvrery, 


Knight of the © moſt Antient Order of 


the THISTLE, 


HE Story of Perolla and Izadora was the Product 
of the Earl of Orrery, your Lordſhip's Noble 
Grandfather's leiſure Hours in the fam'd Romance of 


Parthenifſa ; which I found ſo irrefiftibly inviting, that 


| cou'd not help aſpiring (beyond what ſome People are 


pleas'd to call my Talent) in this Attempt of forming it 


into a Tragedy: For I ſaw ſo many beautiful Incidents 
in the Fable, ſuch natural and noble Sentiments in the 
Characters, and ſo juſt a Diſtreſs in the Paſſions, that I 
had little-more than the Trouble of Blank Verſe to make 
it fit for the Theatre; ſo that the Faults in the Figure it 
now makes are wholly owing to its preſent Dreſs, and 
not an original want of Beauties, Fuſt before I horry'd 
it upon the Stage, your Lordſhip did me the Honour 


of Adjuſting its Garniture, the Expreſſion 5 wherein F 
muſt own my Vanity was ſufficiently mortified, to ſee 
after all my flatter d Hopes and Care, how little I had 
been doing. But my Difquiet from- the Criticiſm was 


ſoon allay*'d by the Advantage of the Inſtruction: And 
tho' I dare not yet ſay, tis wholly excufable, yet I am 
bound to acknowledge, that your Lordſhip's Peruſal 
has left it ſeveral fecret Faults fewer than it had : By 


the good Fortune of which Affiſtance it has been the 


better able to make its Way through a favourable third 
and ſixth Day, to claim its farther (I might fay native} 
Right to your Lordſhip's Protection. Nor can I repent 
in the Poſſeſſion of that Hope, which perhaps firſt drew 
me into Helicon a little out of my Depth; tho' I never 
thought it in Danger of ſinking, after I found your 
Lardihip thought it worthy your Correction: For as I 


DEDICATION, 


knew it impoſſible to make Faults, that your Judgment 
wou'd not find ; ſo I knew ygur_Underitanding wou'd 
not find any, if the Whole were incorrigible. This will 
eaſily be believ'd by thoſe who know your Lordſhip's 
Strength in Poetry, to which your Genius is not only 
great and eaſy, but inllerent. And ſtho' it is the Mis. 
fortune of Poetry to ſtand in the Rank of neglected Arts, 
and to make few Men conſiderable, who have no other 
uality to recommend 'em; yet in our Account of 
Mankind (tho? the greateft Men have follow'd the Muſes, 
et) Hiſtory tells us of a thouſand Heroes for one great 
det. But your Lordſhip, makes a right Uſe of the 
Art: You have the Power of writing wel, tho' you 
now for bear it, and rather chooſe to be eminent accord- 
ing to the Age's Underſtanding. The Field is now in 
Faſhion, and your Lordſhip has prudently ſtept into the 
Ranks of Mars, when due Occafion ſhall call you forward 
to ſhare in the Defence of your Country. And as late 
Experience tells us how diſcerning Her Majeſty's Judg- 
ment has been in the Diſtribution of her Favours; ſo we 
may Modeftly conclude, that her Foreſight does not a N 
little rely on the Promiſes of your Lordſhip's growing * 


A 


Reputation, by the late Honours done your Lordſhip, 6 
enrolling you a Companion of that Order, which carries Wl ”- 


a peculiar Veneration in its Title, The moſt Antient Order 
of the Thiſtle, But I am drawing myſelf into a Subject, 41 

t leſs needs a Panegyrick, than I ſhould your Lord- 
ſhip's Pardon, ſhou'd I continue it. I will therefore beg Ne 


Leave to ſubſcribe myſelf with all 'Submiſlion, - | - 
3 . 3 | No; 

Dur Lordſhip's , ** oy 
C Wen 0 

, Obedient and' To 

Vis Hunbh Servant. A, 
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INCE Otway' Scenes, beau few have found the Art, 
To touch the Paſſions, and command the Heart ? | 
And yet from much inferior Pens, wwe know, — X 
That Tears from happy Tales ill told will flow : | 
How groſs the Error then | . 
To think in Plays, that Language is the whole 7 [4 
The Stile is but the Body Fable is the Soul x ; 
Ve boaſt no Beauties, nor from Faults are free, 

Yet we dare promiſe what you ſhall not ſee ; 

And when aue others Faults with Caution ſhun, 

'Tis the firſt Step t have fewer of our owns 808 
Jirſt then our Muſe has clipt her Wings to-night, _ F 


_ 
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Our Pegaſus, as made for Speed,. not Flight, 

Strains fairly oer the Turf, nor ſoars from Nature's Sight. 
No big-mouth'd Words the want of T hought ſupply, 

Nor ſcale the ranſack'd Heavens for Simile; 

No Scene for Talking s. Jake's brought uſeleſs on, 

Nor main Defign concludes before the Play is done. 

Ne foft-Joul'd Monarch pines for ſlighted Loe, 
While the coy Nymph his Humours to remove 

Can't bear t account, but lumps him out her Charme, 
Aud with a gen'rous Jump flies rampant to his Arms. 

No ranting Heroes with loud Glory fevell, | Me 8 
Nen build their Fame on Deeds impoſſible e 

No parlying Armies battle on the Stage, 3 
While wrangling Chiefs in Wars of Words engage; 
Nay, abe ve neglected too, tho" much in Faſhion, 

To murther Innocence io move Compaſſion ; 

Nor yet to raiſe your Terror can we boaſt, 

One dreadful Riſing of a meal-fac'd Ghoſt + 

No Thunder roars, nor Lightning gilds the Sky, 

To uſher down a dangling Deity. 2 
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Wonders like theſe we have not choſe to heb, . 
Fer nothing's Great, that's not in Nature True e 


PROLOGUE. 


The Scenes awe choſe to ſhew you, only crave 
They may at leaſt a friendly Sentence have ; > 
For what Severity might kill, Advice may [ave : 


Let em your Warning, not your Cenſurefee ; © 5 p 


For tauon d, methints, a kind of Fuftice br, 
To give the Maſe 8 Retreat to OG 


E 8 | P 
eee eee 

"TO Bli 
9 Is | 
a He 
9 e | L At 
Dramatis Perſonæ. 0 
nt 
Ar 
0 | 
5 General of the oF In. 
Hannibal, 7 Carthaginians, 7 Mr. Williams. 2 
Blacius, Romans and Mor- 7 Mr. Mills. By 
Pacuvius, tal Enemies, : Mr. Cibber. An 
P-rolla, Son to Pacwoixs, Mr. Wilks. x 
Peri. 7 A Roman Allied | Mt 
ortiut, 80 lin, { Mr. Keen. 
| 1 & 3 Na 
haare, Daughter to Blacive, Mrs. Ol{fele. 6. 


The SCENE, Salopia. 
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s ENR Blacius | bis Hows 


| Euter Blacius and Izadora. 


Na. DAeuvius Son! Deteſted Thought ! is he a 
(The only Wretch I've warn'd thee to avoid! 

I; he the Choice of thy abandon'd Love? wg 
How cou*d- thy vile degenerate Heart, 
At horrid Mention of Perolla's Flame, 
Forbear to call up all thy. vital Warmth 
Into thy fierce diſdainful Eyes, p 
And look him dead with a viQorious Scorn ? 
0 that Lire to think my only Child - 
In Thought but mingles with Pacuwics? Blood ! 

Ixa. [ Kneeling] O my offended Father? 
By all my paſt Obedience, by my Mother's Truth, 
And by th* Endearments of paternal Love, 
| do conjure you give my Crimes a hearing, 
And if in all my Conduct to Perolla, 
My Actions or my Thoughts ſtand blameable; 
Nay, if the Conflicts of my ſtruggling Heart 
Gainſt his compulſive Virtues, that engag d it, 
Merit not at worſt your Pity of my Fortune, : 
Then ſhut/me forth an Exile from your Care, 
To wander branded with a Parent's Curfe  _ 
Of unforgiven Difobedience, 

Bla. I take thee at thy Word: And let me warn thee 

well, [ Raifing ber. 
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Before I lend my Patience to thy Cauſe, 
That thou abuſe it not with weak Defences, 
Leſt my Reſentment ſhou'd with double Nr 
Be juſt to thy Undoing. 44K 
22 So may I jufily meet it, or avoid, 
As my Defence ſhall cenſure or acq uit me. 
la. Then tell me, ſay, how cam'ſt thou firſt to ſet 
Thy watchleſs Eyes upon this fatal Wretch, 
When I, thou know'ſt, with ſuch revolving Care 
Still bred thy Vouth in Courts from him remote, 
To keep it (if 'twere poflible) beyond 
The working Power l Fate to join you ever? 
Ia. Lend yet your Patience, aud the Fact will prove 
Not Izadora, but her Fate to blame. 
Bla. Proceed, while yet my Temper holds to hear thee, 
Ia. When conqu?rir g HanitbaÞ's 5 vindiftive Arms 


In Canzæ s fatal Field bad late prevail'd;.,;.. 4 7 


A few preſs'd Romans, ho eſeap'd his Smord,) 
Retreated to the. Town (where ydu t' avo,jaã 


Perolla's Sight, had plac'd me with my Uncle Meg) | 


It chanc'd, a Party of Numidian Horſe 
Parſu'd theſe flying Romans to the Gates. 9 01 36 
Which in victorious Pride they ent'ring faid, 
They wanted not to ſeize, but kindly came, 
Iu vaunting, cry'd, to mend the Roman Breed 

On their young Wives and Daughters. On the Word, 
Strait to the Tem ple (where. our Fears had ſhut us 
T' implore the-Gods) the cruel Victors came, 
And from our Oriſens with brutal Force 
The Wives and Virgins dragg'd relentleſs forth, 


Whoſe piteous Cries and Shrieks ſo pierc'd the Ba it 


Ev'n of the loſt and conquer d Romans there, 

That Rage, Deſpair and Horror, at the Sight, 
Gave em a new and treble Courage $0 protect us 0 Alta 
When ftrait the fierce as darted WAS 0 | 
With ſwift De ruction on the N 51 

And in the Front of our Deliverers, f 


A Youth with ſtraining Fury in his Eyes | | 
Sgizipg, the Wretch, whoſe impious Hand was de. 
Faſt in my folded Hair at one bold Stroke 
Unlock d his horrid Hold, 


＋ 
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And laid him gaſping at my Feet: 
At length this brave Example and the Cauſe 
Prevail'd ; Half the Numidians lain, iT! 
The reſt in Fear retreated to their Camp: a 
do great, ſo generous an Action 

Bla. Hold! 
Your Praiſes may be ſpar'd, the Action ſpeaks 
Itſelf; and to be juſt, I will ſuppoſe Perolla 
Unknowing who you were, was your Preſerver. 

Ia. It was indeed Peroll/a ! Yet my Heart 
Not more was pleas'd with Life ſo greatly ſav'd, 
Than griev'd to find the Obligation due 
Where your Commands had told me I muſt hate. 

Bla. Thus far thou art my Daughter ſtill : But ſay - 
What at Petilia paſt : For there I find 
Thy childiſh Heart was flatter'd to thy Ruin. 

ka, Know then, that there he was a ſecond Time 
His Copntry's brave Deliverer, and mie 
From our Eſcape at Canne, to Petilia next '. ': - | 
His Arms conducted us, where ſcarce arrived dd 
But HannibaPs purſuing Force beſiegd us 
At which the fearful Magiſtrates alarm'd, MUS 
Conclude on ſhameful Terms to yield the Towns - '” | 
but He Perolla firm oppoſing them, eln n 
They ſecret plot without him to ſurrende , 
ind knowing too me yet neglectful of his Love, 
tropos'd upon my Woman's Fears, that 1 — 4401301 
mhou'd by my Perſon promis'd to his Vows a 
lugage his Vote to yield in their Deſign 3 
Or if I'd then betray him to their Hands, 
They'd full revenge me on his painful Paſſion, 
And ſend him Captive with their Terms to Hannibal. 

Bla. Moſt impious Traytors! But I hope you yielded 
To ſuch Propoſals, the? my mortal Fo, [not 
| wou'd not hurt him with my Country's Ruin. 

za. O far from ſuch a; Thought! I held in juſt - 
Abhorrence their diſloyal Fears, and tio 
lerolla trait their vile Propoſals told. ft 
Vhile he upon the Inſtant fir'd to ſee me place. : | - 
o kind, unhop'd a Confidence in him, 1 | 


cures in Chains the falſe Conſpirators, 2 


8 
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And from th' Example of his glowing Virtue 

So warms the Soldiers to exert their Arms, 

'That (on a Counſel held) they fally forth, 

And in one glotious Action raiſe the Siege. 

Bla. And He, on this ſlight Victory preſuming, 
Tells his big 'Tale, pleaſes your Female Pride, 
And, cauſe he ſav'd Pelilia, you were taken. 

1za. Yet hear my Fortune 

And in your utmoſt Prejudice you'll own 

J yielded not till torm'd 

By farther Obligations to ſurrender. 

For at his glad Return from that victorious Sally, 
The Wives, the Matrons by his Sword preſerv'd ; 
The grateful Virgins too, 6 $947 4 

More tender of his long negle&ed Love, 

In his Behalf came Kneeling to my Feet, ; 

And in ſuch foft Perſuaſions urg'd his Paſſion, 

Sung with ſuch moving Notes his Godlike Virtue, 

With their Neceffity of now rewarding it, | 

So gently tos reproach'd my Heart's Delay, 

That I too conſcious of my own Demerits, 

Striving in vain to hide my ſpeaking Bluſhes, 

In Tears fell proftrate to the Earth, and beg em, 

That they*d reproach no more my Virgin Fears; 

But if they Thought this Trifle of my Perſon 

Mere a Reward for any one that had 

Deſerv'd my Country's Favour, to diſpoſe it 

As they ſhou'd pleaſe os Ts 

At this they caught me in their friendly Arms, 

And preſs*'d me with a thouſand thankful Kiſſes, 

While ſome tranſported to Perolla flew, © 

Whoſe doubtful Heart cou'd ſcarce believe their Joy: 

Bat when for Proof approach'd in Sight of me, 

Seeing my Tears, my Trembling, and my Bluſhes, 

He ruſh'd like frighted Life to its Protection, 

Flew to my yielded Hand, and fainted at my Feet: 

Thus, Sir, you fee *tis to the Cauſe of Rome, | 

And not Perolla's Charms, that I have given my Heart. 

Nay, he Perolla too at my Requeſt, 

Now from Petilia having ſent me firſt. | 

To render both our Duties to a Father, [CGrves @ Letter. 
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in juſt Obedience waves all nuptial Ho 
Till your kind Sanction ſhall confirm him happy: 

Bla. My Daughter! O my dearef Hr © 
Well haſt od wrought thy Tale to melt my ae | 
Nor can I call thy fatal Love thy TRE 4 
But thy Misfortune. Nou 
Find but another Name for loſt Perolla, | 
And he were yet, in ſpite of Prejudice, 1 . 

The firſt of Men I'd offer to thy Wies: 2 

But as he is the falſe Pacuuius Bon, 3 . 
The hateful eurſt Pacuwius, who before 
His treacherqus Revolt to Hannibal, | 
Was ſtill thy Father's mortal Foe : As ſuch 

| mutt deteſt him, cou'd he prove his Blood from Fove ; 
Has not for nine Deſcents our Houſe im placable 

Held out to his a fix'd hereditary Hate? + 

And ſhall we now, by ſo abhorr'd a Union, 

Baſely diſtain our great Fore-fathers Honour? 

Shall that expended Blood, which never yet 

Has mix'd with theirs, but on the reeking Earth, 
Flowing from mutual Wounds of unappeas'd Revengeg 
At laſt now @bb to the tame Quality | 

Of a ſupine and liftleſs Love? 

Diſhonour ! Death! and Tortures !— 

—— And yet my Izadore is undone! 
By Obligations bound, that conſeious Honoar, rm” 
(And O I fear more punctual Love!) 

Can never ſee unpaid! What will the Gods do with me? 

Ia. My deareſt Father, on my Knees I by 
Let not your Fears for me divide your Breaſt 
With this Perplexity of Thought: For tho? | 
My Soul can witneſs, that I'll ſooner die, * 
Than wrong the Friendſhip that I owe Perolla, 

Yet rather than forego my Duty, 215 
[ wou'd reſiſt my greateſt Happineſs. 


Bla. Preſerve that Thought, as thy * Hep af 


Or loſing it, expect: reſiſtleſs Ruin. Kauf 


Enter a Servant... 


Ser. My Lord, a Gentleman call'd Decius, and 
In Haſte intreats to be admitted, 
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PEROLLA and men. 

Bla. Conduct him 
We muſt defer this Cauſe, my 3 
Something Superior now demands my Thought: 
If chou canſt quit Perolla, I am happy; 
If not, when I can crown thy Wiſhes 
With a Reſerve to my untainted == 
Depend upon a Father's Love. 

1za. 1 aſk no more, or of the Gods, or you. [Exit Ira. 


Enter Decius. 


Bla. Thou'rt welcome, Decius, doubly welcome; ; Now 
What ſays the Conſul to our new-born Hopes? 
Are they approv'd, or are we Slaves to Carthage ? 
Der. Maiters, I hope my Lord: But how thoſe Hopes 
'Go forward, am 1 = to learn of you. 
Are the $alapians ſtill reſolv'd? 
Bla. All firm, and reſtleſs to receive, or to 
Revenge their Honour, and their Freedom loft, 
Which daily now th' inſulting Hannibal, 
Regardleſs of the Bonds on which he enter'd here 
Moſt Tyrant-like incroaches on: For know = 
The falle Pacuwius, tho? he wrought indeed 
A ſpleenful Faction to betray the Town, 
Yet with his utmoſt Skill con'd on no eaſier Terms 
Deceive the Populace t' unbar the Gates, 
Than firſt. of twenty Days compleat allow'd 
For ev'n thoſe Votes, that had oppos'd;his Entrance, 
To make their Choice for Rome, or Hannibal, W 
Which is indeed for Death or Slayery, |. 
As my wrong' d Brother Magius Blood ſevere has prov vl. 
Dec. How ! Magius dead! as a Delinquent dead! 
Are theſe his Proots aith? Of what accus'd? 
Bla. I'II tell thee, Ds. | 
My Brother ſeeing of late the Slave Pacuvins - 
Fawning, and ſupple to the imperious Nod 
of Hanm bal (whom he five Days before 
* call'd bal Country's execrated Foe) 
His boiling Heart, in Horror of the Sight, 
Ev'n to the Carthaginians Front burſt forth 
Into ſuch ſharp Invectives on Pacuvius, 
Prging how much a Hers s Soul ſhou'd ſcorn 
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The abjekt -Friendihip of fo vile a Wretch, [Traytor: 
That tho? he loy'd the Treaſon, yet ſhou'd hate the 
Stern Hannibal incens'd as much at what his Sword 
Had done, as what his Tongue then talk'd againſt himg 
Swore on the Inſtant he ſhou'd kneel, and aſk | 
pacudius Pardon, or that Inſtant: die: 
Which Magius anſwering with a ſcornful Smile, 
That Moment by the Guards wWas dragg'd along, 
And on the common Shambles loſt his Head. 
Dec. O moſt unhoſpitable Deed! 
And how, my Lord, do the Salapians take lit. 
Bla. As you may gueſs, by what I know from them 
Hans to the Conſul late pill They hate | 
This Deed, and by this Town reſtor'd to Rome, J 
Reſolve immediate to revenge it. 
Dec. And right at once the Cauſe of Rome, and Blacius. 
Bla. For me it matters not: My pleas'd * 
Is Half by Fortune ated on Pacuvzus. 
P've liv'd at laſt to ſee him falſe and perjur'd; 
Falſe to his Gods, and hateful to Mankind : 
For what can more deſerve to be abhorr'd, 
Than the vile Slave, that dares betray his Country . 
Dec. The greateſt Juſtice that his Crimes can meet 
Were from his greateſt Foe to find his Puniſhment 
And that I hope the Gods reſerve for you. . 
Bla. Lift but my Eyelids np, ye Powers, to ſee „ 
That Day, and let the Hand 3 
Of Fortune cloſe em then for erer 254 v8 
We talk away the Time: ho 
How near's the Roman Army to Salapia ? boite, 
Dec. Six Leagues this Morning was their utmoſt 
And that their laſt Advances may be made, | 
The Conſul firſt has ſent me for Advice, | 
To know-what Numbers here were firmly yours, 
How ſoon they cou'd be ready to receive em, — N 
What Gate wou' d eaſieſt open to his Force, 
And if To- night he may begin his ſilent March? 
Bla. Firſt for our Numbers; our Accounts — but wi 
It won't be ſafe too far to charge e r 3 
"OY ſhall r my ſelf in Writing. 
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Ser. My * Pacuvius Rs from 2 
He ga to treat with you. x 
Bla. Pacuvius, ha! | 
Twere too much hazard, Decixs, how's he 124 1 
Vou here —Retire a r 
I gueſs his Buſineſs, which P11 ſaon dispatch, 
And then return to aur Affair. 
Dec. My Lord, I ſhall attend your Leiſure. I Ex. Dec, 
Dla. Where Ts he ? 
Ser. He walks, my Lord without, upon the Pavement; 
And when I aſk'd him if he'd pleaſe to enter, 
He ſtern. reply'd me, No! Þll here ſee Blacius. 
IF he won't come, I'm anſwer'd in his Silence. 
Bla. Now our Deſign's ſo near a Head, it won 't 
Be ſafe to ſlight a Thought from Hannibal, 
Tho' my ſwol'n Heart diſdains the Converſe: of 
This Traytor———Shew me—— [Ex. Bla. and Sen. 


* 


e SCENE drawing, diſcovers Pacuvius. 5 in 4 
Piazza before Blacuus's Hauſe. 


Pac. Fool chat Jam! Pve hazarded too far! 
Shou'd Blacius now embrace the Offers! 
Muſt make, again my weak Revenge might filme: 
For rather than partake one Cauſe with Nm, us 
1 wouꝰ d again revolt from Hannibal, 

Since more my Spite to Blacius, than Regard 
To Carthage, has reduc'd me falſe to Rome Tis true 
I've promis d Hannibal to tempt his Faith 

Ill keep my Word but keep the Stateſman too, 
Who order'd to ſolicit whatchimſelf diſlikes, 
Takes care his Manner of Perſuaſion may, 
Prevail ta get the Thing refus'd——He . 


Enter Blacius. 


Bla. Thou hit'R me well, Pacuuius, and I'm ob 
'Thy Pride refuſes thee to enter here, 


ue 


PEROLLA and 124014. 3g. 


Where Cuſtom wou'd, I own' , have bound me up. | 
To hoſpitable Forms, which my Sincerity _._ . + » 
Diſdains to Pay the Man I hate. 3 

Pac. And to avoid Civilities from thee 
Have I diſdain'd to enter, and be theſe 
The only Forms that ever paſs between us? 

Bla. I greet thee with an equal Scorn, _ 0 
is well Deliver now thy Meſſage? e 

Pac. My Meſſage! What! n thou I am like 
A Slave to be commanded 15 £27 48 

Bla. — No: 

For to thy Fears and Falſhood thou'rt a Slave, 

By Rome abhorr'd, whoſe Cauſe thou haſt betray'd 

By Hannibal deſpis'd, to whom thou art 

A Slave, while I am only Captive from | 

The Chance of War, or rather not- of War . 

Pac. But mel hated thee, and I betray'd the: ; 
And 'tis indeed my Soul's moſt comfortable Thought, 
To know that I have ruin'd the. | 

Bla. On to thy Buſineſs. 

Pac. To Buſineſs then From Haunibal 1. come 
To know, if yet thou haſt reſolv'd thy Choice; 
Twelve of the Twenty Days allow'd are paſt, 

And much he wonders at thy cold Regard 

Of all thoſe courteous Liberties, which he | 

Unbound allows: No Guard apon thy Doors, 

No Perſons queſtion'd in Regreſs or Entrance, 

Confin'd in nothing but thy Word for Reſidence ; 

And in return to all theſe Favours, thou 

Not only do'ſt delay thy own Alliance, 

But with thy beſt Perſc aſions do'ft retard 

Others inclin'd from their declaring—— Now 

| have diſcharg*d my Truſt to Hannibal: 

But to be honeſt to the Hate I owe thee too, 

plain confeſs I wiſh thee ſtilb his Enemy; 

Nor wou'd I be a Monarch in that State, 

That wou'd accept a Friend in Blacius - 

I've ſaid, and now thy Anſwer. | 
— i; 


Tell . tho? Twelve, 
{I %% ; AR 0 
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Yet not the Twenty Days agreed are paſt; 

Till then he's bound in Honour not to urge 

My Choice, which yet it liſts me not to make; 

And for the boaſted Courteſies he does me, 

I've little taſted them ſince Magius Death. | 
Pac. I had forgot—That too was wrought by me, 

Magius had offended me, and I deſtroy'd him. 


Bla- O! give me Patience! Thou! the honeſt Truths 


He ſpoke of thee confider'd in his Death, 
Woud'ſt thou aſcribe what Hannibal before 

Reſolv'd, as done Y.th' leaſt Regard to thee? _ 
Away, thy little Spleen was never thought on ! Thou! 
Audaciqus Vanity! _ | | 


Pac. Tel thee, it was I—T gave thy Brother Death: 


But thou'rt in Paſſion, and thy peeviſh Pride 
Is touch'd to find thy Sorrows due to me. 
Bla. Is Paſſion then a Crime, when fuch as thou 
E ſcape. Jou s Thunder, and infeſt Mankind! 
If Rage, or generous Reſentment, be 
For Wrongs yet unreveng'd, a Crime; *tis ſure 
The only one thy Soul yet never knew. | 
Pac. Tis falſe! Nor is there in the horrid: Scroll 
Of Deeds facinorous a Crime, at which my Soul 
Wou' d ſtop to prove my pointed Hate to Blactus : 
Nay, if thou think'ſt tis Tameneſs makes me cool, 
I on Occaſion can be loud as thee; 13 
My Blood, as ſoon as thine, can boil to Paſſion, 
My Eyes with equal Fire confront thy Rage, | 
My Sword with a ſuperior Fury meet thee. 
But as thou art the Man I'm born to hate, 
Whoſe anxious Life I rather ſhou'd preſerve 
To feed my Gall upon thy ling'ring Woes, 
Methinks, *tis more tormenting to thy Spleen, 
T' inſult thee thus with calm deliberate Malice. 
Bla. Hear this, ye Powers! | 
Pac. One Thing I farther too ſhou'd tell thee of, 
(For I confeſs it is a feeling Pleaſure 
With ſuch Exceſſes to afflict thy Soul) 
Letters this Morn inform me, that my Son Perolla 
In a late Sally at Petilia's Siege, 
Has puſh'd his youthful Gallantry fo far, 


That in thy Daughter 7zadora's Eyes 

The Action had ſuch ſweet romantick Charms, 
Sh'as quite forgot our Family's fierce Hate, 
Diſowns her Father, and purſues his Love. 

I cannot ſay indeed ſhe fight*d in vain, - 

But I believe His Longings may be over, 
For I am told the Boy's Satiety 

Has ſince diſmiſs'd her Home again to thee. 

Bla. Notorious! damn'd, invented Falſhood! 

Bat that I've now a better way to gall | 
Thy Heart, my Sword ſhould right her injur'd Fame. 
See there, the Stab to thy retorted Malice; 

wo Iser him Perolla's Letter. 
Read there, who moſt forgets the Father's Hate: 

From his own Hand thy conquer'd Son's her Slave, 

In Terms fabmifſive, begs he may eſpouſe her, 

He burns, he dies with Horror to enjoy her; 

And let him periſh, die and rot with lean Deſpair- 

For cou'd (which is im ow my Rage ſuppoſe, 

That after my acces TT. 

And now thy ſpotted Malice to her Fame, 

My Child cou'd think in Favour of thy Son, 

Perdition ſeizeme, but theſe honeſt Hands 

From her degenerate Breaſt ſnou'd rip her Heart, 

And daſh it in the Face of cursꝰd Perolla. 

Pac. Damnation! marry her! ¶ Having read the Letter. 

Bla. What, is thy Pride confounded at the News! 
Nay, then at once to ſtrike thee dumb for ever, 

My Ixadora] Ho ! come forth, thy Father calls ! 

Now thou ſhalt ſee that dire Revenge ſo long | 

Delay'd of our contefting Houſe's Hate, 

In conquering [zadora's Eyes at laft 

To ample Expiation' is referv*d— 
Enter Izadora. 

T call thee, Z-adora, Mark me well! 
There ſtands the Man, whoſe Anceſtors to thine, 
As thine to his, for now two Hundred Years 
Have liv'd, and glorified in a ceaſeleſs Hate; 
The Man, to whoſe perſidious Spite thou d 

O 2 
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Thy Father's Bondage, and thy Country's Ruin; 
The Man who to my Face this Inſtant now 
Has thrown ſuch vile Aſperſions on thy F ame, 
Thy Modeſty wou'd fink ſhou'd I repeat: 'em. 
Now then conſider well 
That on thy juſt Reſentment of theſe Wrongs. 
Depends our Houſe's Honour, and thy Fame's the ” 
I think thou art my Daughter, and it were 
To doubt thy Virtue ſhou'd I urge thee mores. 
But as thou'rt ID of no Stain deſery'd, 
I naw. conjure thee by thy Mother's Tomb, 
By her moſt dread Repards to. ſpotleſs Fame, 
And by thy Father's Pangs of injur'd Honour, 
Let 55 diſdainful Eyes exert their Art 
T” ayenge our mutual Wrongs on curs'd Perolla's Heart, 
b Exit Blacius aui Izadora, 
Pac. What grinnin 7 from invidious Hell 
Has plotted with this to grate y Soul! 
My Son! Perolla O abandon'd Boy! _. | 
Do I behold my Treaſure of Revenge, 
Which I in Avarice of Hate had like 
A Self-denying Miſer hoarded up | _ | 
For my Support in feebler Spleens, old age 
At laſt exhauſted by a Woman's Smile, 
Conſum'd in F oy by a ſpendthrift Boy, 
And drain'd in Riots of degenerate Love! 
Nor ſtops the Horror there, but forms new F ears: 
What 11 in ſpite to me, as I to him, 
The vengeful Blacius ſhou'd comply with Hannibal, 
Become his firm Ally, and then perhaßs 
His ſervile Arts, as they prevail'd with Rome 
To get himſelf in Scorn preferr'd to me, 
May poſſibly alike ſucceed with Carthage, 
And ſo a ſecond Time inſult my Fortune! 
Ten thouſand Ponyards are within me, | 
—Be huſh'd my Heart, a Beam of dawning Thought 
Darts to my Brain, and forms reviving ran | 
— The Means have why not reſolye the Deed ? 
"Ts * an Heart's at Reſt, and Blacius 


4 Exit. 
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|: 9% v2 $3.2, CEL 
SCENE, a Garden to Pacuvius his Be. 


nter pacuvi us, and three Romans. 


Pac. OU ſaw how Hannibal receiv'd his Anſwer, 
2:3 _ Be ſure it ſtung his Pride to be ſo 
hte | 
24 W lacius methinks from Magius Death 
Might better have been warn'd, 
Than to inſult his Conqueror. 
34 Rom. What hinders Hannibal to uſe kim then like 
Magius ? 
Pac. Why this? Magius was hot, a headſtrong F. oe; 
But Hannibal in Blacius hop'd a Friend, 
And therefore gave his Honour when he enter'd here 
To be himſelf his Guard Now that's the Bar: 
But ſhall we think: that Blacius Death wrought by 
Some private Means unknown to Hannibal 
(Whatever Face in Show he might put on) 
In his cloſe Heart wou'd not to the laſt n him ? 
I Rom. Impoſlible ! but ſo. 
24 Rom. It muſt of courſe. = 
Pac. When great Men frown upon a \Gubborn Foe-— 
34 Rom. They ſeldom count him ſuch,” that ends him. 
Pac. Right—All Actions can't have publick T * 
But this I know, . | 
That Miniſter, who lays up no Rewards 
For ſecret Service, will have little done, 
Or in the Camp or State: Shall I be plain ? 
| think you are my Friends, I'm ſure I've + 199d | 
To think you are, ſince at my Suit the Cauſe "% 
Of Rome with me diſdainin you ve deſerted ; 
Which Thought alone conſi 44er d „ twere in me 
The worſt Ingratitude, ſhou'd 15 neglect 
To puſh your friendly Fortunes with my on: 
What need I Words + You've now th' Occaſion in 
Your Hands: One Blow compleats your Wiſhes ; , | 
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Shew yourſelves Men, and I'm in Honour bound 
To wtnſper your Deſires to Hannibal. [each 
34 Rem. My Lord, you have propos'd us well; but 
Man ſpeak his own Opinion: For myſelf, 
I ever thought in Actions deſperate 
Long Pauſes ſhew'd a cold Conſent. 
Pac. wy F e ſee 'm apr: likes the 
ad Boon. And 1. en mA As 2 
3d Rem. Then all of us. 
Pac. Pactvixs then's the Agent of y your Wd, 
[ Beawing to them all, 
You know the Platform, where his own Houſe wk 
'There every filent ſhiny Night alone J 
He moody walks, and chews his Diſcontent, 
The propereſt Place, I think, to end his Cares; 
T need not ſay he's ſure: For you are Three, 
The Fact once done, and you unknown eſcap'd, | 
With ſecret Pleaſure Hannibal receives, 
The News: Yet in his ſeeming Rage proclaims . 
Rewards for them that bring th' Aſſaſſins forth, 
On which I ſmiling Tell him, in his Ear, 
That were theſe barbarous honeſt Fellows known, 
The Troops. now vacant need not want Commanders, 
3d Rem. If I don't head one ſoon, it ham” att 
Of Mer \ 
24 Rom. e 4 fan 1 . Man. 
J Rom, I — to meet this-Blacius.. _ 
Pac. I long to bring you all Commiſſions. 
34 Rem. Why de we leiter then ? N 
Pac. Tis now about his Hout. 
34 Rem. His laſt, n eee us. 
Pac. Here at my o n Houſe I ſhall expect 30 80 
Now f our Accounts are even. L= Bann 


Euler a Servant awith 4 a Lal. 1 


Ser. My Loads a Roman how without preſents 
You this, and begs your ſpeedieſt Anſwer; om 
Pac. Give me the Taper Ha} Perolla's Hand: 
(Reads), Forgive me if my Heart confeſſes Grief, 
To find my Safery doubtful at your Doors : 
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I've been too firm a Friend to Rome t' expect 
Protection from the Friend of Hannibal; 
And yet, whate' er the Gods or you deſign, 
I'm ſtill Pacuvius moſt obedient Son, 
N PHPerolla. 
Give him this Signet with my Honour for 
His ſafe Return: The Virtue of this Buy . [ Ex. Serv} 
Stirs me to think how far I'm his Inferior. . 
Yet——why Inferior ? Say P've choſen wrong, 
If I believe it right, I hold my Virtue till: 
"Tis not the Truth or Error of his Cauſe, . 
But as a Man defends the Choice h' as made, 
That crowns his Fame, or brands him with Diſhonour. 
If in the Cauſe of Carthage then I err, _ 
My judgment, not my Virtue is to blame. 
Here's one that comes, I guels, to queſtion me: 
But Pm prepar'd Approach, my Son, tis I, 
Thy Father, ſpeaks : Thou'rt private here, and ſafe. 
Enter Perolla. dan 62.7 & 
Per. In Thanks thus bending, I receive your Love; 
The Time has been when I durſt meet you free 
In open Day, and unaſſur'd Protection: ET OG 
Why are theſe hateful Forms between us now? ?; 
Pac. Thofe Times are chung l. 
Per. And not Pacuvius ? * * 


7 : 
$ +» 


Pac. No for I was always conftant to the Cauſe . 


Of Honour; therefore left the Cauſe of Rome, _ 
Per. Therefore ls PA be 3 
stupendous Paradox! Now chang'd indeed! 


Pac. Rome baſely did me Wrong and what I've dane 


Was a Revenge my Conſcience ow d my Merit. 
The froſty Sieges, and the ſcorching Camps, 
Which I had felt in her ungrateful Cauſe, 


Deſerv'd a better Treatment, than to ſee _ 1 N 


My mortal Foe preferr'd before me, Blacius ! 
Why was not I Salapia's Governour ? | 

Par. In Poſts of ſuch Conceern 
Sometimes the high Diſtempers of a State 
Neceſſitate a Wrong like oy you think one; 


— — 
— —— 


* 
- NUN—— > < =o wn — — —⅜ 
— —— 8 5 _—_ _ —— 
—— *Wa- — —— 


77 I Ix ng array 


I 


* 
— _ r 


—— — 


— — — — — — 22 — GG 


8 — ——— 


— — 
— 


= 
— —— —— 
= — — TETRIS — 


220 PEROLLA and IZADORA. 


The Inclinations of the Senate were, 
I dare affirm, more fond of you than Blacixs ; 
But at that Time, as Phyſick to its Fever, 
To purge a Faction, which diſturb'd the State, 
They were content the Clamours of a Party ſhou'd 
Extort Preferment for their Leader Blacius. 
Pac, Mean Slaves ! 
Per. — But fince the fatal Conſequence, 
With what Sincerity tis now repented, 
'This from the Senate better will convince you. 
3 [Offering a Letter, 
Pac. Ha! 1st poſſible! What! treat with me? Alas! 
Perolla, thou miſtak' the Man, Pacavius ! No! 
No matter, he's a tame unthinking Wretch, 
Contented with the Burthen of Diſhonour ! Dogs ! 
I hate 'em more for Fawning, than their noiſy Bark; 
Vet tis a Tranſport to my Soul to ſay | « 
I have diſdain'd to read their ſervile Offers; 
And thou too now, as well as they, ſhalt find 
I am the ſame, the conſtant Roman ſtill, - 
Whoſe fix d Reſentment of my Honour'sWrongs 
Has made Revenge my Virtue. , 
Per. If not for Rome, for my ſake yet at leaſt, 
Peruſe the Terms : For by my Honour's Life, 
They're ſuch as you with Honour may receive: 
To my Diſcretion did the Senate yield 
And gladly offer, what your Son (I hope 
Your Friend) propoſes. 1 
Pac. Nor yet for thy ſake will I deign to read em: 
Canſt thou too think thy Father's Soul fo tame, 
As to ſuppoſe their Provinces cou'd bribe me back? 
What! Bow to Shame! With humble, downcaſt Looks, 
Repent a Crime of which my Heart is proud! 
And in the Vote of an imperious Senate, live 
A branded, poor, forgiven Rebel! No! | 
Tell 'em, I ſcorn their Friendſhip and their Power, 
And will with Haxzibal chaſtize their Inſolence. 
Per. Nay then I ſee, all Hope to move you's vain; 
A ſateleſs Paſſion eats your Reaſon up, 
Ard leaves you, but the Frapment of yourſelf: 
Loſt is the F ather, and the Roman deaf, 15 
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Nome and Perolla bid you now farewell for ever: 
Farewell ye Pleaſures of exalted Virtue, 
Who'e generous Effects my flatter'd Youth 
Propos'd ſhou'd give anew and vital Joy 
To my declining Father's Age : Now I 
With Dread ſhall draw my guilty Sword in War, 
Since every Drop it ſheds of hoſtile Blood 
Mult flow from an offended Father's Wounds ! 
Rome too farewell; thy Cauſe is deſp'rate now | | 
Pacuvius that ſupported thee, is loſt, _ 
Firm leagu'd with Hannibal to lead thy Sons 
In Chains, and lay thy Towers in Aſne 
—— The Gods can tell Perhaps it may be ſo, 
And your prevailing Arms Succeſs in Time 
May bring the hoary Senate at your Feet 
Bound, and imploring Pardon of your Wrongs, 
Which you triumphant poſſibly refuſe : 
Suppoſe this done, and your beſt Hopes accompliſh'd, 
Yet where's the Pleaſure of this dear Revenge ? 
To ſee the Partners of your happier Life 
In their Eſtates, their Wives, and their Poſterity, 
From a Caprice of your impatient Temper, made 
_ Hereditary Slaves? Can Human Senſe 
Retain a Taſte of Joy, that flows from ſuch a Spring? 
Is the loud World's Applauſe and Cenſure priz'd 
Alike? Or has it more of Happineſs 
To live miſtruſted 'mong her cautious Foes, 
(For your Revenge, — not your Intereſt ſerves em) 
Than in your Country's Cauſe be try'd a Friend, 
And end your Days in native Honour ? 
O! when to futuze Time our Story ſhall 
Be told, how will it ſtun the Faith of Men 
To think Perolla had a Roman Father! 

Pac. Perolla “ O what wou'd I not endure 
One Mament to enjoy thy honeft Mind ? 
Thou'f found (I know not how) the wakefal Means 
To rouſe me to a Senſe of my Condition; 
PU ſtrive a while to man my Virtue forth, 
And if I 6nd thee act the like, if thou 5 
Like me canſt ſtarve thy — 2 voracious Paſſion, 


Revenge to Rome, as to my mortal Foe, 


Did ſhe, did Feadira yield her Love; 
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To feed the joint Revenge of our inſulted Honour, 
»Tis poſſible, I yet may read the Terms of Rome. 
Per. Give me à Proof, my Honour's toueh'd with. 
My greateſt Joys were taſteleſs to Reven de. Wrong, 
Pac. There ſpoke th' inſpir'd Soul of my Perella. 
I'Il tell thee then, tis not ſo much, I own, 


Curs'd Blacius, that has made me leave her Cauſe :- 
On him and his, the Drowth of my Revenge 
Is never to be ſlak'd, but in avow'd Perdition :. 
Now if in that thou proveſt but half my Son, 
To Rome and thee I'm whole a Friend and F alben. 
Judge by the Violence I do my Heart, 2 
hen this to Blacius, from thy Hand, I pardioa, 
' | Giwes him hr Letter to Blacius. 
Per. Thus let me bend in Thanks, and beg to know 
(For that's the Rock from which you'd ſteer my Virtue) 
Wherein my Honour's fo concern'd: t* avoid 
My Love! © tell me! for the Thought's a Rack. 
Pac. (Ala He warms to my Deſign. | 
Not then to mind thee of our Houſe's — 
Per. That's old, I know it, 9 but 0— 
Pac. To tell thee tben 
What I this Day from Blacius lives endiir'd,. 
When Fpreſuming on thy honeſt Hate 
Smil'd at the Fondneſs of his Blood ſubdu'd, 
And urg'd how light thou mad'ſt of Landra 1 
Had'ſt thou beheld with what inſulting Spleen 
That Letter to my Pride's Confuſion he produc'd, 
With what tranſported Eyes, and big Diſdain, 
He warn'd his Daughter's Scorn t'avenge his Hate on thets 
That! that alone might ſtart thee into Madneſs: _ 
It ſtabs me but to think, that TI need Words " 
'T” inflame thee to be foremoſt in thy Pride, | 
And from this glorious Hour to-leave with Scorn 
Th' abandord Tzadora.” | 
Per. Foremoſt wou'd I always bein Starts of onder: a 
But have you Proof, that Blaclu, dread Commands, 
Prevail'd upon his perjur'd Daughter's F aich? 


SOM eee ty we 


And join his Fury in purſy'dRevenge * 
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Pac. I cannot ſay I ſaw her, but be ſure 
His Prayers or Vows againſt her threatned Life 
By this Time muſt have moy'd her to abjure thee. 

Per. If I believ'd, that Prayers or Threats, that Bribes. 
Or Dangers, cou'd unlock the Treaſure of her Faith, 
This Heart, diſdainful of her worthleſs Charms, 
Shou'd turn her looſe, the Miſtreſs of Mankind, 

To fate the groſs Deſires of vulgar Love: 

But as ſhe is, as now my grateful Heart 

Suppoſes her, unſhaken- in her Truth, 

Tho? with her Father's fatal Rage purſu'd, 

Methinks I ſee him 'gainſt her Life reſolv ! 

Now, now perhaps-th* obdurate Blacius Hand 

Furious directs his lifted Dagger's Point 

To her unchanging Heart, while ſhe in Plaints 

And Tears ſucceſsleſs begs for Mercy; then 

Looks up in Sighs ſubmillive to his Rage, 

 Swells forth her beauteous Boſom to the Stroke, (down. 
When to her Charms Diſtreſs he drops the Ponyard 

Pac. Suppoſe, what but thy Fancy paints were true 

Per. Shall I for ſuch. Extremities endur'd 
Turn recreant Rebel, and deſert her Love! 

Shall ſhe, whoſe Temper like a Rock withſtood 
The forceleſs Onſet of the tend'reſt Paſhon, ' += 
Crown'd with the Merit of her Life preſery'd;; _ 
Yet when her Country's Cauſe requir'd the Change, 
When at. her Feet the grateful Virgins kneel'd. 
T' implore her Pity on my Love's Deſpair, N 
With what Confuſion for her Heart with-held, 
Broke the through all the Bars of ancient Hate, 
And at Petilia on my Sword's Succeſs , 
Reſign'd the vaſt Profuſion of her Charms? 

Shall ſhe in Bloom of Beauty too be left? 

Such matchleſs Virtues, and ſuch Love forlorn ?: 
O! *®tis an Act ſo horrid to my Senſe, | 

It ſtarts my Reaſon into Fury at the Thought. 

Pat. No more, L charge thee on thy Lite, no more l. 
Canſt thou ſuppoſe my Senſe is pleas'd to hear _ 
Thee chaunt the Raptures of thy hateful Paſſiom?: 

Are thy vile Bonds to one my Blood abhors .ĩ 
Let ſtronger than. thy boaited. Zeal to Rome 2 Lualyh 
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Is my Alliance too ſo low eſteem'd, 
Thou'lt rather loſe it than abjure my Foe : B 
What can'ſt thou hope, but in theſe Thoughts provok'd, * 
E too like thee confin'd by Honour now j | 
Shon'd ſeize the lawful Captive of the War, 

And in the Priſoner chain the headſtrong Son? 

Be dumb! left I ſhould yet forego my . 2 

For ſpite of all thy obſtinate Deſires, | 

There's ſomething in the Folly of my Pride, 

That's pleas'd (tho? drawn againſt thy Father's Cauſe) 
To ſee the young Succeſſes of thy Sword; 
And tho? I now ſhou'd hold thee as a For, 
Yet Nature. a and y ather— bids thee 


[Ex: furry 


The SCENE opens tn the "Ry + Blacius = the 
ak and at ſome 4 . be three Romans obſerve 
n 


Rem. Yonder he walks, let's take him while his Back 
Is towards us. 
34 Rom. hat's not fo well: 
At leaſt Hſparch him with the Face of Honour : 
Firſt hold him in Diſcourſe a while, 
Provoke him with Affronts beyond his Patience, then 
In Heat of his Reſentment end him. 
24 Rem. F like that Thought——it gives my Con: 
ſcience eaſe. 
% Rom. Hark ! hear the Tread of ſome approachs 
ing us. 


| Let's on before they reach us.—— _ [vs 


Enter Perolla, and Strato his Page. 


Stra, Muſt we away To-night, my Lord ? 
Per. To- night, my Strato, ; 

My Buſineſs diſappointed, ſo requires: 

Thou know'ſt not where the Houſe of BJacius ſtands. 
Stra. Not I, my Lord; for tho? I ſerv'd her *. 
My Lady Radora never once | 

Was then within Salapia's Walls: But you, 


My Lord, I thought had long reſided here. 
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Per. When I was young, I am inform'd, I did; 
But ſince my Memory can witneſs, never. 
Where do the Horſes wait us ? 4 8 
Stra. Near half a Mile without the Town, my Lord. 
Per. On then before, my Strata, and prepare em: 
I'll walk a Turn, and overtake thee. [ Ex. Page. 
I know not why, but cannot leave this Place ; 
And tho' apparent Danger's in my Stay, 
Yet where my Love reſides, my Heart will hover. 
Fain wou'd I ſtay, if poſſible to learn * 
How beauteous [zadora's Prayers ſucceed, aA 
How far they're loſt, or may have gain'd on Blacius:. 
Ha! What ſudden Claſh of Swords ! This way it. comes! 
Either the Moon's pale Light deceives me too, | 
Qr I perceive in ſhameful Odds three Men 
With Points determin'd upon one retreating ! 


Enter Blacins, retreating before the three Romans. 
Perolla draws, and interpoſes. 


How now! What means this Midnight Outrage? Hold k 
Bla. Fortune, I thank thee, yet there's left an Hope» 
Per. If you are Men that hold your Honour dear, 
For ſhame lay by theſe moſt unmanly Odds, 
And fingly Hand to Hand decide your Difference, 

34 Rom. Preſumptious Slave, retire, leſt on thyſelf 
Thou draw'ſt a Fate deſign'd alone for him. | 
Per. Nay, then his Cauſe is, worthy of my Sword; 
Take Courage, Sir, you're ſtronger than you were, 

They now have me to kill, before they reach you. 
Bla. O generous Stranger! fee how. thy Fire has 


warm'd me. They fight: 

Per. There, Sir: [Kills one. 
Now, Slaves, we. are of equal Force. [now 
24 Rom. No, Sir, your Courage we haye prov'd, and. 
"Tis Time to try your Speed. [They run off.. 


Per. Notorious Villains | 
Bla. O Godlike Youth.! This generous Act demands 

More Thanks than this poor Life preſerv'd can pay. 
Per. The Action, Sir, rewards itſelf : I muſt 

Believe you wrong'd, becauſe your Enemies 


More truſted: in their Numbers than. their Cauſe. 
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Bla. The Gods defend you, Sir, you bleed 

Per. Tis nothing, Sir, I feel no Pain. 

34 Rom. Oh! 

Bla. Ha! What Voice was that? 

Per. One of th' Aſſaſſins dying, I ſuppoſe. 

Bla. Tis ſo indeed—IEf thou would'it hope Relief 
— him, whoſe Life thou haſt attempted; ſpeak, { 
Who ſet thee on ? 

34 Nom. With large Rewards and Promiſes deluded, 
| Pacuvius wrought me to attempt thy Life 

Bla. Pacuvins ! Damn'd infernal Treachery. 
Per. My Father! Ha! O ſhameful Thought! [ Afar. 
| 34 Rom. As Tam dying, what Fve told you's true. 
If this Confeſſion can deſerve Forgiveneſs, 
( (For all Relief's too late) O Blacius, r Dies. 

Per. Ha! Blacius! s 5 
O my tranſported Heart! Well have I loſt 
My deareſt Blood, if the laſt Drops of Life 
Hat ſav'd the Father of my Love. [Aldi. 
Ha! What means this Flood within my Boſom ? 

Bla. How is it, Sir? you tremble, and your Cheek 

turns pale. 

Per. I doubt I'm hurt to Danger. 

Bla. Now all good Stars forbid: My Houſe is near, 
Be pleas'd a while to make it, Sir, your own ; 4 
There Surgeons ſhall be call'd to your Relief. 

Per. In my Condition, Sir, the F avour's not 
To be refus'd. 

Bla. — ————Recline upon my Arm. vice. 

Per. I thank you, Sir — This Care o'er-pays my Ser- 
The Hope s too great! my pulſive Heart lie ſtill, 

H izedora's there, the Wounds I feel, | 
Tho! deeper, yet her beauteous Eyes wou'd heal. LE. 


Enter Pacuvius alone, with a cloſe Light. 


be "th The Noiſe of claſhing Swords is hufn'd, and now 
The faucy Blacius I preſume's at Peace. 
What's that !—By my fterce Flood of Joys, tis kel 
reading v eg der. he dead Roman. 
Supine and ſpeechleſs as a'Dunghili 
My Blades, I les, have well perform'd Ges Work: 
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How now, Friend Blacius / lieſt thou at laſt ſo low ! 
Cou'd not thy churliſn Breath one Moment more 
Have lagg'd to let me feed my glutted Ears 
On the laſt Groans of thy expiring Life? 
This all the gather'd Fruit of my Revenge, 
To ſee thee ſenſeleſs at my Joy? I want 
To have thee know my Tranſport at thy Death.. 
But let me ſee, perhaps there's left a Grin | 
On thy diſtorted Face, may 'flatter me 
Thou dy*dit in Curſes on Pacuwius living. 

wy [Cpens his Light, 8 on his Face. 
Diſtraction ! Fortures ! Hell! What is't I fee? 
Not B/acius ! but the Coward Carcaſs of 
The Slave that ſhou'd have kill'd him. Sure no Wretch 
Was ever torn by Fortune like Pacuuius / | | 
As if the Gods had vow'd my vain Revenge- 
To this exceſſive Violence ſhou'd ſwell, 
To be itſelf it's greater Puniſhment ! 


Be huſh'd my Thoughts, ſome one approaches. 

Dec. This muſt be ſure the Houſe : 
Tis near th' appointed Hour—yet he's not come: 
He ſaid himſelf would privately walk forth, 
And here expect an Aniwer from the Conful! Ha! 
I think I ſee him! Hiſt } Lord Blacius 4 

Pac. Who's there? 

Dec. Tis I, Decius. | | 

Pac. Ha! WL PISS Ls | * 
Dec. This from the Conſul: All goes well: 

hy | I., ves him a Letters. 

Be punQual, and the Conſequence will thank you.. 

Pac. Stay, Sir. 1 EE 
Dec. It may be dangerous, my Lord, aud needs not, 
You'll find it afks for no Reply: Farewel, [E. Decius. 

Pac. Tis certain he intended this for Blactus, 

And by his fear to ſtay ſome cloſe Defign, = 
dome ſecret Practice for the Cauſe of Rome, 

(Wherein perhaps curs'd Blais is concern'd) IE 
Lies lurking in this Scroll—my Soul's im patient. 


4 
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| | [ He reads by his Light.] er 
To- morrow, near the Midnight Hour, 
Three lighted Torches from the Citadel 
Let be the Sign, that then the Brutian Gate 
Is open to our Force's Entrance; | 
* Pacuvius, for Perolla's Sake, we firſt 
With friendly Offers by his Son have try'd 
To call again into our Cauſe, who not 
Complying ſhares the Fate of Hannibal. 
ge careful of thy Health: Farewel. The Conſul 
„ ea LY | N | Fabius. 
This goes to Hannibal, whoſe Rage al arm'd, 
In durant Chains conſines my Traitor Foe, 
Whoſe wiſeſt Thought to free him from this Snare, 
Will work in vain: For well Experience proves, 
When great Men Juſtice againſt great Men crave, 
Their Step's but ſhort from Priſon to the Grave. [ Exit. 
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s ENR Blacius bis Houſe. 
Blacius and Perolla : Servants attending. 
Bla. XM OT that I've ſcap'd my diſappointed Foe, 
| _ Tranſports me more, than that my kind Pre- 
; ſerver's Wound | 
Appears without a Mark of Danger.. 
And that my abler Gratitude may know 
To whom the future Service of my Life 
; Is due, your Pardon, Sir, if I preſume - 
To afk the Name of my Deliverer. be 45 
Per. Not for the World's Dominion dare I own it: 
The Service you've receiv'd (in being, Sir, l wy 
So much, what Man for Man in Honour's bound. 
To do) ihou'd hope no more Return, than what's 
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Already paid; therefore I beg I may | 
Conceal my Name, left I ſhou'd ſeem to put 
You on the Thought of farther Gratitude, | 
Bla. Your Title to command me, Sir, may thus 
Deprive me of the Means, tho' not the Will to thank you. 
Yet let me, tho' unknown, thus far intreat you, 
That till your urgent Bufineſs calls you hence, : 
You'll pleaſe to make this humble Roof your own, 
Call forth my Daughter. [To hy Servant. 
Ser. My Lord, I hear her coming. 2 
Per. Keep down my buſy Heart; nor let thy Joy 
Confeſt, betray thee to thy Hope's Undoing. [ Afides 
Enter Izadora. 1 9 HANG 
Ea. My Father! Let the Gods for ever thus protect 


J have been told the Dangers you've eſcap'd, him! 


And my tranſported Heart can bear no Bounds. | - | 
{ Embracing his Knees. 


Bla. *Tis well, my Daughter, and I thank thy Love: 


But as thou ſtill wou'dſt have me think my Life - 
To thee is dear, to the kind Author of b 
Thy Joy, aſſiſt me in my Thanks to this 
Moſt generous Stranger pour thy Praiſes fort, 
| | [Perolla Se to Izadora. 
Whoſe Life endanger'd has preſerv'd thy Father. 
Ea. O all y* res aria Powers! Perollal | © 
10155 | | [A/ide, and over-joy'd. 
Bla. So only ſhall I judge of thy Regard to me, 
As to his timely Virtue thou art juſt : 
'Tis now our mutual Cauſe of grateful Honour, 
Therefo T charge thee by that ſacred Thought, 
Tune all thy Sex's ſweet harmonious Charms, 
Exert the thrilling Softneſs of thy beauteous Eyes 
To ſooth his Saul, loſe no Attempt to gain 
The honeſt Power of ey'n relieving Gratitude. f 
Per. What do the Gods intend me? [ {/ide, and pleas d. 
Ia. (To Bla.) Sure, Sir, in ſuch a Cauſe, howe'er 
My Ignorance may err, you cannot doubt my Will: + 
For judge me, O ye wal Powers | If ever Act, 
That human Virtue yet might boaſt, cou'd more 
Oblige my Senſe, or fill my Heart with Half the Joy, 
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As what this generous Stranger has perform'd: T 
Now, on my Soul, it was a Godlike Deed ;. L 
And fince by your Inſtruction, Sir, I ſpeak, F. 
Forgive me, if my grateful Heart confeſſes, E. 
M* n Tongue cou'd dwell for ever on its Praiſe, Jt 
Bla. k [Prat a.) Bi 


Per, (To Tza.) Such Praiſes ſung by ſuch iuchanting 


Might lift the Coward te aſpiring Thoughts: [Notes, T 
Therefore take Heed, thou bounteous, lovely Maid, N. 
Leſt what thy Virtue may intend me well, Sh 
1 vainer Hopes ſhou*d wreſt to my Undoing. I. 
Bla. By all my Joys he kindles toe my Wiſhes! W 
3 O never can I reach thy Due of Praiſe ! Sh 
lorious Youth, thou Dots of the Gods ! Or 

er this; ſo unforeſeen a Chance. Tec 
We thee forth to ſo renown'd a Deed, Sir 
How matiy'oreatan@® glorious Actions more du 
Mult wecynolude- their providential Care, — 
For chy Wie Virtüe has reſeryd? | De 
Bla. $kd tos delighted in her Sex*s Pride, Yo 
Exerts her pointed Charms, and like in 
Th' ambitious Hero in his Arms Succeſs, 2 4 
Feels no Remorſe, or Conſcience in her Conqueſts. [Aft (T 
a. Such Actions make the tend'reſt Gratitude— It 
A Duty. [To Perolla. Ha 
Bla. Thon God of Love! God of refitieſs Fires, ; (4 
Who-oft in ſemale Hearts with Triumph ſeeſt Thi 
Th* unlook'd-for Changes of thy wanton Power, But 
Now to thy aged Votary lend thy Ear, I 
O! to the Follies of Her former r The 
Add yet one more, that may attone the Guilt! Vet 
Grant her vile Paſſion for Pero/la's' Charms, You 
The nobler Flame of this ſaperior Youth Thi 
Surmounting may efface, and end my Fears; | In p 
Let what her ſeeming Virtue wou'd deſtroy, gn 
Her more implor'd Inconſtancy preſerve, T * 


And on Pacuvins” Bloed exert my full Revenge. [Aft 
Po. Now then's the Proof of this avow'd Compaſſion, 7 

The Gods at laſt in Pity of my Love [To Iza. aſide. hy 
Have giv'n thee'now moſt providential Means 
Ta elude thy Father's Hate, and crown my Wiſhes ; 
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Thou ſeeſt he courts thee: to engage my er 
Let then what his Injuſtice wou'd refuſe 
Perolla, be at once the Cauſe and juſt | 
Excuſe of thy Compliance. O! my Heart ! 
If now thy Hopes are loſt, not Blacius? Hate, 
But Jzadera's Cruelty deſtroys thee. 
Ia. Dulmits theſe vain and groundleſs Fears F or by 
The endleſs Obligations which-I owe thee,  - > 
No Bonds, no Bribes, or Threats of Power oppos d, 
Shall ſhake my Firmneſs of proteſted Faith; v7); 
Therefore me thinks thy. undiſcourag'd Love, 
Which yet untir'd has trod the rocky Paths of Honour, 
Shou'd nat at laſt deſponding change its way, 
Or uſe th' inglorious Limbs of low Deceit 
To elimb the Mountain Summit of its ie —— 
Since thyenduring Virtue has in me 12 20.8 
Subduꝰd the-Foroobs an inherent Scorn, 
Why ſhou'd the Plaints of our perſiſtin 
Deſpair of Pity from the d Hlacius 
You ſhaw/t reproach me with that grieving Lock, 
Since what I mean's but to deſerve rel 25 
Per. Thou art my Fate, and muſt oſe me. 
(To Bla.) I hoperyour Favour will — e my Fault, | 
If the Engagement of pon Daughcer's 0 aa ve 
Have made me; Sir, forg — rg n "Of 4 
Via. Your Actions, 2 * have — me yours 
There? s no Way leſt you to increaſe the Debt, 
But to inform me how ſome Part I may repay r. 
Per. Not that I think my Service can deſetve 
The friendly Freedom I wan'd: beg to cake; * 
Vet not to ſlight your Generoſit y, 
Vouchſafe me then your Leave to know, hb far } 
This Fair, One's' Heart, on your 'condider*d! Thoughts N 
In promis d Eove or Marriage ſtand engag' d? A 
Bla. How far tlie ripening Folby of her 8er 
May ſeeret have inclin'd her Heart, were on 
To ſay But for-niy ſelf, my Promiſes 
Are yet unmade, and were it poſlible 
Thy leaſt inclining Thought had made thee curlous, 
By all the flatter'd: Hopes of my Ambition. 8:7 ok 
Moſt generous:Stranger, I am yet to knaw | | 
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The Man my Wiſhes wou'd prefer to thee. 
| Per. Take Heed, nor flatter into Hope a Wretch, 
Whoſe Heart wou'd burn in unoffending Fires. 

Bla. To give thee then a Proof, I mean my Words: 
If as thy Deeds have ſpoke thee, thou canſt prove 
2 born of noble Blood, this grateful Hand 

N ardleſs of thy Fortune, tho? depreſs'd) 
Joy, ſhall yield thee up a Father's Right, 
To urge Obedience, or perſuade her Love 
To crown thy Wiſhes with deſerv'd Poſſeſſion. 

Per. If then my Birth and Fortune both 1 prove 
8 equal to the nobleſt Romans Boaſt, 

et, Sir, at once your Scorn deſtroy my Hopes, 

And fpurn me as my Arrogance deſerves, | 

Bla. Thus then to what my Honour has propos'd, 
Thus kneeling to th atteſting Gods  fwvear— 

Ia. Oh! hold! My too kind F ather, yet forbear 
Your Oath—_— T | 

Bla. — Too kind! What mean thy riddling Tears ? 

Ia. With Joy to give you now a Proof ſevere, 
How tenderly my trembling Heart prefers - — 

Your Quiet to its on: To let you ſee Sd 
No Thoughtof Happineſs can yet — F 
The honeſt Paſſion: 45 my fllial Love: | 
Tho? now, what you with Oaths have offer'd to e 
Perform'd wou'd crown the utmoſt Wiſhes of my Soul; 
et let me rather ſtarve my Hopes for ever, LA 
Than by a Wile of guilty Silence bind i: + + 
Your. cheated Honour to reward my Love. 19 

Bla. My ſtartled Thoughts! 

Ia. For know, this generous Stranger, * the Gods 
(In kind Addition to his Flame's Deſert). 1 
Had ſure decreed ſhou'd ſave my Father's Liſe, 

Whom you, unprejudic'd, ſo high have d, 

Whoſe glorious Actions have o'er-priz'd my Heart, | 
Whom your Commands have preſs'd-me to receive, 
(0! hear me with Compaſſion) 1 is N. en 

Bla. Ha! „ DN 

Isa, The ſame Perolla, whom your anxious Fears 
So ſtrict have warn'd me to avoid; yet he, 
Whoſe Love our Fate ſeems ſince to have reſolv d 
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Shou'd prove at laſt the medicinal Balm 5 
To heal the Rancour of our Houſe's Hate. 
Bla. Diſtraction 1 has iy Error's'Dotage too | 
| [Walking dakine. 
Conſenting ſooth'd him in his fatal Love? | 
Per. My Lord, I find you are, as 1 foreſaw you, ſtung 
To feel your Honour plung'd in ſuch Extreams ; : 
But ye. if Modeſty might ſpeak—— © 
Bla. Pacuvius Son} Remorſeleſs Powers! Why a was 
That hateful Hand referv'd to give me Life, | 
From which my Death had been the eaſier Pain? 
judge me yourſelves, in all that Life's whole Courſe, 
Cou'd ever yet Reproach con front me with 
An Act, that ought t have dy'd my Cheeks with Shame. 
Why then this dire D ſtreſs upon my Soul, b 
That to my Boſom I muſt either take 
The Man, whom to inceſſant Rage I hate, 
Or to the World's inquiring | Tongues: expos d, 
Muſt ſtain my Fame by foul Ingratitude? ¶ Walks ai ln | 
Ia. (To Per.) Give him his Thoughts, and let his Paſ- 
His Temper ne er was long oppos'd to Pity. {fions co. 
Bla. No! no! [eating his Breaft.] 
I'm not ſo ocean as my Fancy makes me, | 
The ſelf-ſame Hand, that 'ſay'd, unthank'd, this Line, . 
Has robb'd a Father of his ripe Revenge! | 
Pacuwins? murtherous Hope's not only loſ t, 
But by his Son defeated ! He, whom his Heart's Pride | 
8 fondly loves, protecting me has prov'd 
His greateſt Curſe e, and rakes his harrow'd Soul. 
Nay he, Pero/la too has now himſelf undone: 
Had I been kill'd the Bar had been remov'd ; 
Then unoppos'd he had enjoy'd his Love, 
And o'er m' inſulted Grave had danc'd his Joy; 
But he has ſav'd his Foe to blaſt thoſe Hopes, 
And daſh; his Paſſion with purſu'd Deſpair. © 
Per. Deſpair's the ſureſt Stab to reach my Heart, 
Or if you think I may outlive that Wound, - 
vince my dire Father's undefended Crimes 
do juſtly 2a provokꝭd your due Revenge, 
Let your keen Sword now wreak it on the Son, | 


Iehold my Breaſt unguarded to your Rage, 
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To meet the Cure of my reſiſtleſs Ruin. 


Bla. Yet truſt me not too far: For the“ thou fav 


My hated Life——Thon'rt ſtill Hacuauus Sen. 
Per. I neither can deny, or dare defend my Birch 
But eber your Juſtice lifts her fatal Hand * | 
To cut this Gordian of diffolveleſs Love, 
To the chaſte Memory of its purer F — 
Be in your conſcious-E this Truth recorded, 
That had the tender {zadora's Soul | 
Not priz'd your —_— dear Peace beyond- her own, 
This cruel Rage, that now deſtrgys' our Hopes, 
Had in diſpenſeleſs Qaths been b nd to crown dem. 
Bla. O my Soul's Joy! My pi s / ger. 
Ia. My Father ſtill, and ſtill belov'd as ever. her. 
Bla. Which way ſhall my Indulgence thank 7 Love $ 
So dear Concern for my endanger*'d Honour? 
1za. O!] aſx-not that dire 
Unleſs your conquer'd Paſſion cou'd, like mine 
Subda's; reſolve to anfwer its En Na 
Bla. O Seeing: Conflict of  rehfted — | N 
O Godlike Vouth! [Throws une, at Petolla's Fer: 
I bend me Matting to? the Earth, F fink, 
I burn with red Confuſion at my Shame; 
For I confeſs thou not deferv'it my Hate 
But there's a Bar in my ferce Nature's Pride, 
An inborn Horror of Pacumiuf Blood, | 
That will not be ſubdud in thy Behalf: 0 
Therefore by all my Wron . to chy apparent Merit, 
I now conjure thee rouze thy generous Sohl, 
And turn thy fruitleſs Love of me and mine 
Into the nobler Fire of blameleſs Scorn. 
Per. Now, by my Hopes in Izadord's Track, 
My friendly Heart bleeds inward at your Pain, 
And melts in Pity of your erring omar 
Bla. O lend a Thought tom 
Wei gh but the vaſt — of my F my — 5 7 
And WV thyſelf the Judge of my Miſdoing. | 
Speak, I conjure thee, from thy con ſcious N 
IJs't fit, that he whoſe Father fou kt my Life, 


The Son o him that bas betray' d the Cauſe 


ueſtion of my Pee, 6 


. 15 
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Shou'd from my Hand receive my ghter's Heart, 
And make, by my enduring, ſuch vile Crimes my on 
La. 1:'t fit your wild Revenge ſhou'd blind purſae- 

The Guiltleſs, and the Friend of Names | 
Bla. Shall Blatius be allied to an Aſſaſſin's Son? 


IZa. That Son, whaſe Sword oppos d his Father'sCrimel N 


Bla. Mix with that Blood my native Honour hates? 


Ia. The gen' rous Blood that ſtream'd in your Defencel. | 


Per. Yet bows ſubmiſſive to your full Re 
Bla. O cruel Honour | that my Arms a 
The honeſt Means to take it. | 
How now! what means thy breathlef Haſte > 


Enter a Servant. LD 


Ne My Lord, your Pardon for this bold laufen = 
paſſing juſt now by Lord Pacuwius' Gate, 
| ſaw the Guards of Hannibal come forth, 
When ſtrait an Officer olertook their Speed, 0 
And teld em, they muſt make a Moment's Halt, | 
For that th* intended Search of Macius Houſe ( 
Was now referr'd to Lord Pacuwins Care. 
Bla. What can this mean? 2 ſure: thou're ue! 
deceiv'd ?- 
Ser. 'm ſure, my dal, Furs as they march'd Ro 
[ heard one, ſmiling, to his Comrade ſay, | 
Pacumi us were a Friend indeed, if to 
The Cauſe of (Carthage he cou'd force 8 | 
More I had: heard, has that I thought my Haſte 
Might better ſerve you by this timely Notice. 
Bg, I thank thy Care: Bar faſt the Gates, to gain 
If poſſible a Moment fore their Entrance. 
But on your Lives reſiſt em not away. 
And now, Perolla, thou ſhalt ſee— 
Per. That your Revenge has found at laſt | 
The fated Ruin of my Fortune, -and- | 
My Love This Search I know is made for me. | 
Ixa. O loft Perolla O for Fity = FOR 
My deareſt Father=—— _ lis 8 557 
Bla. Yes! yes! my Daughter now again Pm free, 
My painful Honour is at laſt reliev'd ; 
He fav'd my Life, and I in double Thanks 


- 


1 


4 


4 
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Return him his: For he defending mine, 
Found his Reward; but I now ſaving his, 
Foreknow that I may meet my Puniſhment. 
Fierce Hannibal be ſure will full reſent 
The dar'd Concealment of his greateſt Foe ; 
Zut yet to let thee ſee my Honour ſcorns, 
Tho' on the Man I hate, a baſe Revenge, 
This Way lies thy Safety; what Horſes ar 
What Semyants for thy Flight are requiſite, 
| Freely command, and thank me in thy Speed. 
{za. Muſt he then go deſpairing of your Friendſhip ? 
Bla. Ungrateful Girl ! does not thy Lover's Life 
| Reward thee well for my prevented Oath ? ; 
Nay, if thou'rt fond to meet thy Ruin, ſtay, [To Perolla. 
A Life for Life is all thou canſt implore, 
But never think of /zadera more. ; 
Per. Recal that Thought, or Life's not worth receiving; 
If Death's my Doom, here wou'd I chuſe to meet it. 
gell!!! 44551: { Kneeling to Iza. 
xa. O yet, Perolla, ſave thy lateſt Hopes, 
By all th' Endearments of our Friendſhip paſt, 
I do conjure thee fly, and eaſe my Fears, 
My Obligations yet are unreturn'd, 
And I muſt have thee live for Rome, 
And T[zadora's Peace. Uſe not a Wiſh 
In a Reply : But haſte, while yet the Gods can ſave thee, 
Per. Whowou'd not trembling fear his Death, 
When beauteous /zadora wou'd preſerve him? 
Supported in that Thought, I fly my Fate, 
To ſave my Hopes of conquering Blacius? Hate. [Ex. Per. 
Bla. You [zadora now retire, I wou'd 
Alone receive Pacuvius. ie | 
Ia. The Gods — JOE . 3 
Defend my Father, and the Friends of Rome. [ Ex. Iza. 
Bla. At length my anxious Honour is reliev'd, 
The Combat now with Juſtice is determin'd, 
And o'er Pacuvius Blood I'm ſtill vitorious—Soft ! 
He comes in Smiles to meet his Diſappointment. 


> 
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FEM Enter Pacuvius, 

Pac. So Blacius ! 

Thou ſee'ft at laſt I've deign'd to viſit thee. 

Bla. My Pride too is in Part abated ; For 
I own thou never cou'dſt to me arrive 
More welcome. jo 30 

Pac. If thy Life's ſo burthenſome, 

Perhaps from ancient Friendſhip I may yet 
Think fit to make thee bear it longer. | 

Bla. When Hannibal ſhall know (as I beſure 
Will ſoon inform him) that thy Fears 
In private Spite have dar'd t' aſſaſſin thoſe, 

Whom he's firm bound in Honour to protect, 
Thy feeble Power of Life or Death from him - 
Deriv'd, thy weakeſt Foes ſecure may laugh at. 

Pac. Be not ſo joy'd to think thou'ſt ſcap'd my Hand. 

Bla. There muſt be Joy, where there's ſuch ſweet Re- 
For know yet more to gall thy feſter'd Soul, [venge ; 
Thy own lov'd Son Perolla was the Man, 

Whoſe friendly Sword preſerv'd thy mortal Foe, 
And laid thy bleeding Malice at my Feet. 

Pac. This News is ſtale—and the ſharp Pang it gave me's 
He knew thee not, and therefore I forgive him: [I paſt. 
But thou, I hear, as ignorant of him, 

To thy own Manſion brought'ſ him bleeding Home ; 
And wer't in that, tis more than probable, | 
Thyſelf the Pandar to thy Daughter's Flame. 

Bla. "Tis falſe, | $2937 
For when I knew his hateful Name, he found 
That Scorn reviv'd which to his Blood was due; 

But when I heard his Services to me 
Had ftirr'd thy Fury to purſue his Life, 
I wav'd a while my prudent Hate to him, 

And let him *ſcape to diſappoint Pacuvius. 
Pac. Poor ſhallow-ſighted Man! Pacwuixs thanks thy 
For I wou'd have him live when thou art dead, [Care ; 

(Which ſoon will be) to keep thy reſtleſs Ghoſt ' 
In wakeful Terrors of thy Daughter's Honour: 
Mean while (for thy flow Brain, I ſee, divines 
Vor. IV. | P | : 
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Not yet the Cauſe that brought me hither) Guards, 


Appear. 
I came to ſeize, and as a Traitor to the Truſt 
Of Hannibal, demand thee forth to Juſtice. 

Bla. Traitor's a Name that better fits 
Pacuvius' Morals : Blacius ſcorns thy Slander. 

Pac, I know thou'rt proud ; but we ſhall prove thee 


aitor } 

This Letter from Rome's Conſul Mou'd have come 
To thee; *tis better as it is: And now. | 
Whene'er-his dreadful Army ſhall think fit 
T' approach Salapia's Walls, I ſay again 
The Traitor Blacius Head upon the Brutian Gate 
Shall be the Signal of Pacuvius arm'd to face em. 

Bla. O fatal Chance! Rome then and Blacius are no 


more! 
Tell my Dau ghter what has happened. [To bis Serwant, 
Pac. Now! wretched Blacius! Art thou yet convinc'd 


Pacuwius has redeem'd his loſt Revenge, 
And wrought at laſt thy more afſur'd Deſtruction? 
Bla. What Office doſt thou hold of Hannibal? 
For this to me ſeems ſo contemptible, | 
It ſpeaks the Spirit of Pacuvius loſt, 
Pac. This Inſolence I yet ſhall humble. 
Bla. Thou! thou tir'ſt me—perform thy Office, 
Pac. Since thou'rt in haſte for ane him 
Guards. 
Thus hopeleſs by the Hand of Juſtice Gin 'd, 
The hardieſt Traitors will affect a Smile. 
Bla. And Village Curs thus bay the Lion in the 
Toil. LExeunt. 


Twas not Perolla, but thyſelf ¶ Enter Guardi. 


6— — 4 — 


1 Fadi Offspring of my Siſter's Love, 
. 34 F 16 this rude Intruſion on thy Griefs, 


ACT IV. 


1 Portius, meeting Tzadora. 7 
HOU: hapleſs. Daughter of my dearef 


Friend, 
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That begs to join thee in a kindred Woe: _- 
In thee, methinks, dread Marcia's Looks revive, 69 
Such were thy Mother's youthful Charms, that Bloom, 
The ſame diſtreſsful Luſtre in her Eyes, 
In ſuch Heart-wounding Grace of Woe ſhe mov'd, 
When the victorious happier Blacius then 
From dear-bought Conqueſt Home return'd, in Tears 
Ran through the Battle paſt; and clos'd it with 

The mournful Story of her Father's Death. 

Ia. O fatal Omen! Is then Blacius dead? 
Port. Not dead, but dying doom d to die? 
Iza, Heart-breaking Thought! ee 
Port. Fierce Hans J, to make his Rage appear 


More the Effect of Juſtice, than Revenge 7 
N mng Life, in all the cruel Form , 
Of ſeeming Law proceeding has condemn'd him, 


Tho' the ſole Proof of his pretended Charge 
Was a late Letter from the Conſul ſent | 
To Blacias, by Pacuvius intercepted : I knew 
But where's the Need of Proof when his vile Judges 
That Innocent or Guilty found of this 
They for his cordial Conſtancy to Rea 
Had pre-reſolv'd his Death. | | 
Ev'n now I heard his, bloody Sentence given, 
Which e'er the Morrow's Noon decrees him dead, 
And (which the fell Pacuvius mov'd) his Head 
Upon the Brutian Gate erected on a Spear to ſtand _.. 
in vengeful Terror to the Friends of Rome. 
Ia. O rueful Sound! O Deluge of . 
Redundant Woe! O Blacius ! Blacius ! 4 


. 


Where's now the pitying Hand that can redeem thee ? 


"1 


TIA? 


1 


Port. Can we not ſtart a Thought to his Relief? 

Ixa. Alas! I fear tis now too late: But yet 
(For I too well foreſaw what ſince has fall 'n) 
Laſt Night, when firſt my moderated Tears 2 
Wou'd give my ebbing Reaſon leave to flow,  . 
By a near Friend, a Letter I diſpatch d 
To brave Perolla, in the Raman Camp, 
In hope t' avert my wretched Father's. F rs | 


Tho? what it begs. e propos d. 
f 2 i 
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Diſpatch? d, is juſt return'd, an bring $ you this. [Givera 
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O joyful Tidings ! 


Port. But is there yet no Anſwer to theſe Hopes ? > 
Ia. None yet's arriv'd, which makes me now deſpair, 
© Port. Have you inform'd my Brother of this Letter ? 
Ia. Alas 1. I durſt not yet, left it 
Shou'd more incenſe his diſappointed Rage 


e . vain Aſſurance in Perolla, 
Enter a Page 10 3 LIT 


Page. Madam, the Meſſenger, whom you laſt Ni 15 


Axa. My trembling Fears! Perollas Hand. Letter. 

Port, Good News ! Dear Fortune! 

Ia. Quick let me read, it can't be worſe to know; 
Now Portins, for our Hope s Relief or Ruin! 
Read: For Blacius as the cordial Friend of Rome, 

I've gain'd of the Conſul your propos'd Relief. 


© But as I knew him Tæadbraꝰs Father, 
I thought my Friendſhip was but * 8 
Till I had farther begg'd to be myſel 


The ſole commiſſion'd Envoy 1 in his Cauſe. Ac 
Generous Pero/la ! © | Ca 
Port. A Friend indeed! Kot = 
1za. * This firſt Advice not long will reach you, e er g 
' © Yow'll hear Perolla is arriv'd to aſk 2 J 
* Of Hannibal his Audience, and Diſpatch.“ _ 
Yes, cruel Father, now my Heart grows bold, h 
Now I with Courage can reproach that Rage 115 
That cou'd fo ill repay thy wrong'd Preſerver's Love. A n 
Pert. What in this 185 — can my Care perform nd 
To help my Brother's Fortune? A.. 
Iza. To Lord Pacuvius Houſe, where Hannibal 1 E 
. Refides, inſtant repair to meet Pero//a: i 5 is 
Your Entrance on th* Occaſion will be free Os. 
To hear his Audience, and their whole Debate : Maths 
While I to my aftlifted' Father fly F * 
To raiſe his ſinking Spiuits from Deſpair. A W. 
Port, I'm gone, and hope Fovertake you ſoon The 
With his confirm'd Relief — [ Exit Portius 4 4 


Iza. O Godlike Vouth! O truly great Perolla! 


Who tho” my cruel Father's Hate to thee 
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Had render'd thy Neglect of him too juſt, | _ 

Yet in this ſecond Service to forget that Wrong, 

Has ſo excus'd my endleſs Gratitude to thee, 

That what his Paſſion late miſcall'd my Diſobedience, 
His Reaſon muſt at laſt confeſs my Virtue. [ Exit. 


The SCENE opening; diſcovers Hannibal en a Chair of 


State giving Audience to Perolla; Pacuvius, Portius, 


and others attending. © | 3 


Han. Renown'd Perella ! *Tis with Grief we ſee 
Such early Virtue erring in its Sword ; 
Methinks th' Example of thy Father's Care, 
Whoſe early Application to our Friendſhip, 
Has wiſely ſav'd his Fortunes from our Spoil, 
Might better have inſtructed thee to act, 
Than blindly thus to hold thee in a Cauſe, 1 
Whom neither Gods befriend, nor Arms can ſave. 
Per. My Lord, great Hannibal | 
Admit but what your Hope ſuppoſe were true, 
Can Honour find my Virtue an Excuſe 
To leave my Country for its finking Cauſe ? hs 
Which moſt diſtreſs'd then moſt commands my Sword. 
Han. When pleading Nature, or when filial Love, 
Beſpeak you to regard a Parent's Peace, f 
Th' Excuſe were not ſo difficult to find. P 
Per. I wou'd be juſt to both, and hope I am; 
I love my Country, I revere my Father; 
And while I bleed for Rome, I weep for him. 
Han. Yet draw your Sword, reſoly'd againſt his Cauſe, 
Per. I cannot leave my Country, if I wou'd, - 
'Tis to forſake myſelf, or to ſuppoſe me born 
But for myſelf, and not in general Good 
Of my defended Fellow-Creatures Lives. 
Creatures irrational, the Birds, the Beaſts, 
For common Safety flock and herd together; 
Wou'd it not ſtart ev'n Nature to behold 
The home-bred Dove forſake her fruitful Neſt, 


And fetch the Vulture to Oey EONS? by be: 
| 3 
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The horned Ramn't” o'erleap the Ev'ning Fold, 
And call the Wolf to prey upon his Kind? 
- Such ſeems to me the ing Horror of © 
Forſaken Rome: I know not if I err: 

My Father Tent me early to the War, 
Perhaps but half inſtructed in the World: 

For if for Intereſt, for Fear, or Love, EO 
AMan, unſham'd, may leave his Country's Cauſe, 
*Tis, I confeſs, a Depth in Politicks, ___ < 
His eager Fondneſs never taught my Youth. * 
Han. Now then be better to thy Good inform'd, 

Our Friendſhip to thy Father's Merit has 2 
Inclin'd our Mercy to preſerve his Son: 

Thy Terms, Perolla, ſhall be honourable, 

Rewards far nobler than thy Sword can gain, 3 

If thou'lt in Time embrace our Cauſe, and not 

By vain Reſiſtance make thy Ruin ſure. | . 

Per. That's yet to know, or ſay *twere known, ſo much 

I prize the warlike Hannibal”s Efteem, 
PH not derive it from another, but myſelf, ns 
Not my great Birth, but Virtue ſhall deſerve it: 
For Rome ſucceſsleſs, as ſhe ſeems, ſhall find 
She's then a faſter Friend of firm Perolla. 
In all our Camp there's n6t a Roman Heart, 
But thinks his ſingle Sword a better Guard 
Than the beſt proffer'd Mercy of our Fes 


— 


But that my Vanity no longer may , e 

 Seent pleas'd to ſee you court my Sword in vain, + 

To all your Greatneſs has or can propoſe, 8 

This is the final Anſwer I ſhall make: 

That Death's not half ſo terrible to me, 

As Life in Friendſhip with the Foes of Rome, _ | 
Han. Since to our proffer'd Mercy thou'rt ſo deaf, 


I've ſaid; and leave thee to thy Fate deſery/d. 0 


Pac. {Afede. ) O] that Revenge without à Pang wou'd 
Me love 2 ſtubborn Virtue of Bo. 30 oe Wt let 

Han. Nor hope, when ſoon thy Ruin falls, that then 
Thy Birth or thy Submiſſion ſhall arreſt [Turning ſort 
The vengeful Fury of our Sword defy'd, 70 Perolla. 
Proceed we now to the Affairs Fn hail 1 | 


% ˙ ſ— YO I ]ĩ?ĩi?ʃ Og 


PEROLLA and IZ A DORA. 342 
Diſcharge thee ſtrait, we are prepar'd to hear, ; 
What in the Conſul's Name thou wou'dft demand. 

Per. Th wn” ©: OT [Takes his Chair 
From Fabius, Conſul of the Roman Arms, 3 
To Hannibal his martial Foe renown'd, 

Have I in fair Commiſſion to propoſe : 

The Conſul late inform'd; that Blacius? Life 

On ſome Pretence ſtands forfeit to thoſe Laws, 
Which thy.new ſtarted arbitrary Force 

Upon the enflav'd Salapians has impos'd ; 

Yet waves the Wrong, or Juſtice of his Cauſe, 
Preſuming that thy Will condemns his Life, 

And from his grateful Senſe of Blacius Virtues, 
Knowing his Faith to Rome has ſtirr'd thy Rage, 
To bribe thy Fury from the Brave in Chains, 

He yields thee offer'd for his Lite preſerv'd, 
Thrice fifty Lyb:an Captives free, reſtor'd, 

Which by the Morrow's Dawn hall join thy Force, 
From their diſgraceful, ſwordleſs Bonds redeem'd, 
New arm'd for Battle to retrieve their Honour: 
This, if approv'd, ſhall now bg ratify'd; 

If not, Pm farther bid to tell thee then, | 

Such Mercy, as thou ſhew'ſt to Blacius Life, 
Will he, thy Brother 4/4rabal, with all 

That now are Captive to his Arms, afford; | 
Who when this wrong'd Patrician bleeds, ſhall fall 
With him reveng'd, a mutual Sacrifice. 

Han. Tell the warm Conſul, Hannibal preſumes, 

That when his Raſhneſs ſent ſo bold a Meſſage, 

He thought not ſure of Cane's fatal Field, 

Forgot the meaſur'd Rings from the dead Hands 

Of Roman Knights deſpoil'd ſent thence to Car/hage z 
Or had he waders our victorious Arms | 
Near fam'd Trebeia's Flood, or Thra/iment, 

At late Ticinum, or Salapia, now © BL 1 : 
He'd known that Hannibal might ſmile when threatned, 
We'll give the Romans Proof, that we our Laws | 
Due Courſe and Execution more regard 

Than all the Threats of their Preſumptuous Arms: 
Nor if we fear'd cou'd we —_ Lives deplore, 
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Who being Captives will deſerve their Fate. 

For Blacius? Death, it ſtands irrevocable, 

Nor ſhoud'ſt the Fate of Hannibal prevent it. 

My Lord Pacuvius, give our Orders ſtrait 

'T” ere a Scaffold in th? Alarum Place, 

On which, before the Morning Sun declines, 

'The Traitor Blacius, as condemn'd, ſhall bleed. 

For thee, Perolla, four Hours are thy Time allow 'd 

For thy er to the Roman Camp; 

And thoſe expiring, thy Protection ends: 

Found in Salapia, then we treat thee as 

The Foe of Caribage, and the Spy of Rome. 

Thus tell the flatter'd Conſul we reſolve: 

And ſo farewel.— [Ex. Hannibal and bis Officers, 
Per. I've yet a Life which can't be better loft, 

Than in the Cauſe of Rome and Ixadora. 

It ſhall be ſo and Hannibal may yet 

Repent thoſe Hours allow'd me for BY Stay. [ Aides 

My Friends, before we leave Salapia, I - 

Shall want * ableſt Counſel, and your Courage. 

[To bis F Mowers 


— 3 
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Pacuvius Returns. 


Pac. I know not why—but cannot part, methinks, 
Till, as TI ought, I've ſhewn this wilful Boy 
My glad Reſentment of his Hope's Defeat. Li. 
Per. But ſoft my Father! 
Pac. Now violent Perolla, art thou yet 
Convinc'd, the Gods aſſert Pacuvius Cauſe ? 
Blacius, my hateful Foe, thou ſee'ſt at laſt 
Not all thy diſobedient Friendſhip cou'd 
"Preſerve : His Life now bleeds within the Law, 
And with the Morn expiring, gluts my full Revenge. 
Per. The Gods, that gave me Senſe of Right or Wrong, 
Gave me my Virtue to abide my Choice; 
And Virtue tells me, they alone ſhou'd fear, 
Who know the wilful Errors of their Hearts; 
But there's a native Courage in the Life 
Of Innocence, that | 546. nad Deſpair. 
Pac. Know then at once to cruſh thy Hopes for ever, 
This Moment I from Hannibal receiv'd 
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Repeated Orders for curs'd Blacius Death, 

For which myſelf am going now to bar _ 

Him cloſe, and bid his ebbing Hours prepare. 
Per. And can you think, while he's of Roman Blood, 

But it muſt fill his Heart with Pride and Joy, 

To hear you bring the News that tells him of 

His own full Glory, and his Foes Diſhonour ! 
Pac. Honour from thee | Thou Son of Blacias ! 

F | In Paſſion, 

Per, Of loſt Pacuvius, and deſerted Rome ! [Tenderhy. 
Pac. Remember adera ? | 
Per. mne e 
Per. Rome! Diſhonour ! 
Pac. Love! 
Per: Forſaken Rome / Ve 
Pac. Revenge! Revenge! [ Exeunt ſeverally. 


Blacius in Priſon, and Izadora, 
| Bla. Why wilt thou ſtill on this ungrateful Theme 


Purſue my lateſt Hours with new Diſquiet? 

Ia. Is it ſuch Pain to loſe, your Hate for one 
That has to ſuch Extremes deſerv'd your Love 
Ola // ĩͤ nei. 
Is what your own Inſtructions have advanc'd 
In my Obſervance urg'd to my Reproach ? 
That I'm'a little grateful, where far oblig'd? 
Oft have you ſaid, "Twas Honour rul'd your Hate: 
Still be that ſacred Principle obey d, 5 
And Honour now as full demands your Love. 
Such Obligations, and ſuch Friendſhip prov d, 
Tis now unpoſſible your Hate can flight | 
Without that Stain, which moſt I know you loath, 
The hateful Stain of ſcorn'd Iogretitude. | 

Bla. Fond thoughtleſs Girl ! -have 1 
Not giv*n him, for my Life preſerv'd,. his Life! 
And for this ſecond Service, which thou boaſt'ſt, 
What is it more than Honour binds him to? 
Am not I fetter'd in the Cauſe of R? 
Waich he {in Care of me) Bus juſtly ſerves 3 
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IIis Country ſerv'd is Service to himſelf,” ly 
Had he not come my Advocate for Life, ©. 1 
The generous Conſil ſtill ſome other IN meg 
Have ſent more welcome to my eneetul 3 ghis $4 
| Now, on my Soul, I rather think in him 8 4 
Jo aſk the Office, ſeems the cloſe Reſult = ke LY 
Of brooding Malice, and inſulting pride. F 
He knew my Temper was not to be Ae 389 
By ought his Soul was capable to act, 

1 And therefore thought his Glare of Friendſhip wou'd, 

If ſlighted, fink me in the World's Eſteem, 5 
And ſo revenge him on my honeſt Scorg- 4 
But he ſhall find, ev'n in theſe humble Ban, . N 
My Mind's yet free, nor bends to fame Diſhonour: 
While I have Senſe, I ſtill with Pride ſhall ſhew * 
My Hate to curs'd Pacuvius Blood, which never malt 
B at with my laſt breath'd Life expire. 


Enter Pacuvius, with the Provoſt. 


Pat. Why then, before the Morrbw's friendly Noon, 
. Blacius is no more my Poe! 
Iza. Some Guardian God protect my Father! b | 
Pac. I come to take of thee my laft . e Leave: : 
Thy Hope in vain, Perella's F riendſhip' s loſt, 
; This Moment Hannibal has warn'd him hence os 
With fruitleſs Labour for thy Life's Reprieye ;. 1 1 
And to compleat thy Woes, Pucuvius comes * 2 a. 
With proſperous Power to warn thee to thy File?” 1180 
La. Support me, Hevn! 7 
Bla. ——— Why then, fitewel, Pacuvius ! 1 
Nor cou'd my Fate more pleaſe my 1 255 
Than to conceive how dear thy Hate to me 
Haſt coſt thee in thy Fame: Thy Honour loſt, $1 
Thy native Country's Weal betray'd, have -"Y 
Thy Vengeance minę, in thee abhorr'd to Ages; 
My Triumph's purchas'd with inferior Blame, 
I've held my Hate, and Jet 1 Sits my Fame. 
x Blacius:with he roo 
Ia. Ol Whither 13 my 191 5 d Father borne? 
If to deroating Death, ſopport x a 
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His aged Arms, to bathe his Boſom with 
My lateſt Tears, and with his Hopes expire. 

Pac. You cannot paſs——let me ſurvey thee fully 
Art thou the flatter'd Beauty, that preſumes. + 
With ſubtile Arts t' enſlave the ſtubborn Son 
Of wrong'd Pacuvius, and debaſe his Blood ? | 

Ia. Not ſo: Tho' I'm that wretched Maid 3 
Whoſe long obedient Hate to you and yours 
The forceful Virtues of Perolla have 9 «7 


Diſſolv'd: I cou'd not with relentleſs Eyes 
Behold his Paſſion, and his Faith to Rome z + 1 


Tho? leſs the Lover than the Hero mov d me. 
Oh ! had our jarring Parents Feud not heen | 
To the laſt Senſe of Nature deaf; their Hate. ud 
Like ours ſubdu'd, had made loſt Rome victorious, . | 
Their Children Happy, and their Fames immortal. 
But that remorſeleſs Fury now has plung'd up all 
In one inevitable Ruin: Blacius dies, 
The bleeding Heart of Iæadora's broke: th | 
Perolla, hopeleſs in the Cauſe of Rome,.. ,- | 1 7 
Reſign'd to Sorrow, drags a wretched. Being 
And loſt Pacudius, if he's human, muſt deſpair. 
Pac. Deſpair's a Paſſion, that ſuch love- ſick Minds, 


As thine in Diſappointments only feel, C 
Weak Souls, that from their Fears are. Slaves to Vi ine. 
Pacuvius Heart is warm'd with nobler Fire, 
And owns no Paſſion but untam'd Revenge; A ? 
Revenge inſatiate to curs'd' Blaci#s? Blood; e 


A Rage, that now demands thy Vows revok'd. © 
From loſt Perolla's vile deluded Love; FA 
Give nie this Inſtant back his recreant blen, N 


Or to bot own receive our Shame * * n 
| . 
Ia 3 dd; ſtamp 2 with wic et 


7 Fame; Fl 


<# 
To die in Proof of Vows preſerv'd to . 4 
4 


Of Faith unſhaken to Perolla's Love, 

Adds unexpetett Glory to my Death: 20 51 
Yet when this mortal Blow is given, your ae) © 4 
Muſt ſtrike again to reach me in Perol/a's Heart; 
Ev'n aftet Death; I there ſhall haunt you Why e 
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18 PEROLLA and Iz A DORA. 
And in his pining Griefs inſult your Peace. 
Pac. I thank thee, Sorcereſs, for that hateful Thought, 


Which fires me now to an improv'd Revenge. 
I ſee thy Soul from young Perolla has | 
Been taught unmov'd to meet the Frowns of Death: 
I'll therefore try if Smiles can ſtir thy Fears; 
My ſmooth Revenge now wears a ſofter Look, 
And more t' exert my Hate has put on Love: 
-Receiv'd or ſlighted, by Conſent or Force, 
Enjoy' d alike, my End is ſerv'd : I know 
That either ou thee for Perol/a's Taſte ; 
So take thy Choice, on one I am determin'd. 
Ia. You cannot mean ſo horrible a Thought ! 
Pac. And why ſo horrible? Thou haſt confeſt 
The Son belov'd, why not as well the Father? 
Perolla's but the Stream that flows from me, 
And I the Fountain's Head of thy Deſire. 
Ia. If you've a human Soul 
Pac. None of thy Sex's little Arts to me; 
I fathom all your ſhallow Wiles, and know 
You'll uſe Refiſtance to be more deſir'd. | 
But ſuck Attempts on me are vain : Thy Beauty 
Adds not one Spark to my inflam'd Deſire, 
III taſte thy Sweets, and yet deſpiſe *em too: 
For hadſt thou all thy Sex's Charms, yet know 


My Raptures not from Love, but ſweet Revenge wou'd 


| OW. | | | , 

Prov. Nitbin.] What ho! my Lord! Pacuvius “ help! 
Enter Proveft Bleeding. 5 
Pac. Audacious Slave! is this a Time t'intrude ? 

Be gone, 0f——— - | ok: 62 
Fro. O! my Lord! we'reloſt! undone? 
Some Africans diſguis'd have ſeiz d the Priſon; 

Forc'd ope* the Dungeon, where doom'd Blacius lay, 
His Fetters loos'd, and arm'd him to eſcape; 
Myſelf diſputing to refign the Keys, 
Receiv'd this ghaſtly Wound, and flcd to warn you, 

Pac. Confofion! O! my loſt Revenge! 
Ira. O double Joy! O my tranſported Hopes! 

Pac. Say Slave, are none alarm'd t' oppoſe em? 


2 
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Prov. None but our menial Servants were at n 
For they, before they enter'd, had ſecur d 
The Centinels; the reſt furpriz'd, $2.7 


They, def] te, drive before em. 
Pac. — Ha! They're here. 


Enter Perolla, and others in African Habits maſt'd, p ©. 
ing ſeveral before them. Pacuvius draws, and preſents 
his Point to Blacius. 1 

Hold Traitor! yet there is a Sword — thee. 0 
Bla. Fortune, I thank thee now! Thou giv'ſt at leaſt 

A Chance for my Revenge. [While they fight, Iza. Nn 
{za. Immortal Fove! to thee T bend for Aid, 


Be now the Stayer once again, again TH 
The dire Avenger of the Roman Cauſe —— :' - 
My Prayers are heard, and Blacius has prevail'd. | 
Blacius cle: oleh Pacuvius, and gets him down. + 
Bla. Now Traitor! Have the Gods o'erta'en thee ? 
v; [Blacius offers to fab him, and Perolla 
returning, interpoſes. | 
Per, Hold ! hold! Difarm, but hurt him not: ; Your 
ife 92 
Preſerv'd is all we ſought, and that's eee 
Bla. Vou, Sir, have Title to command me. 
Per. My Friends, this Lady too muſt be our Care. 
Tis now no Time to talk: Bar faſt the Doors 
On thoſe that are within, that none may *ſcape | 
'T” alarm the — —— Sir, here lies our Way; 
Bla. Such Actions are above the Reach of Thanks. ? 
Ta. The verlief Gods reward em. | 
4 [ Exennt all but Pace 
Pac. The hovrid Pk from remorſelets ell any BY 
Revenge i- on the curs'd Conf 5 rs 3 
Why do I bear this Burthen of * 24 
That . me down with — Taba STEER | 
No Means! no Thought! that can redeem my Hopes! 
Dull Brain! not to purſue em all this while; 
They cannat far be fled, I yet may forth [Goes 20 the Door, 
T' alarm the Streets, and overtake their Flight! 
Conſeton! bolted! barr'd again to my Deſpair! Finde i 
unn Pris'ner! Help, ho! barre. 


1 
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Without there! Treafon! Murder! No one hear! 
If I miſtake not, yon dark Avenue leads | 


Me to an open Court Call there aloud? 
This is no Time for Thought, but Execution. Ex. Pac; 


The SCENE changes to Portius his Houſe. Enter Portius, 
n . Blacius and Izadora. 


Pom. My Brother fröm his Chains redeem's:: By what 
Strange Turn of Fate is our Deſpair rehev'd'? 
BI. OPottius! Here! ſee here's the Arm thatſav'd me. 
ae Such N and concea bd, create my 
Wonder. 5 4 R 
yy Here. Sir, my Sede —— now are > free: 
But for the farther Means of your Eſcape, 1 
I muſt commend-it to Lord: Portizs' Care; | 
You'll pardon, Sir, my: Haſte'to leave you here, | 
Since my on Safety and. my Friends 
Our ſpeedy Flight, and — of our Diſcs, 84 
= Bla. Hold, Sir! the Pleaſure of my Freedom's loſt, 
Not knowing whom to thank for my Deliverance. 
+ Pet, Not to diſturb that Pleaſure, I mbft Bill ' _ 
Conceal my Name: But if you will ſuppoſe - 
Your Freedom worth a grateful Thought: ard * 
Tis due ! To Izadora's filial Love, 
| * omen iety alone engag'd me to attempt e 
my Reward is paid in Thanks from her. vi 
Your Pardon, and your Leave — Ex. erg; 
, 80 blunt à Virtue never have I ſeen | 
He.own'd himſelf to thee reveal d, my Daughter, .- 
On thy Obedience I comure thee ſpeaks ; 
Ze juſt to his Deſert, and let me know him ; 
_. Be juſt ta me, and point me to be gratefu. q 
1za. You heard my Father, he but aſk'd my Thanks 
Leave then to me your Care of Gratitude 
Remember once Perolla fav'd your Life; 
But when diſcover'd, what was his Neward ? 
Bla. His Actions ought not to be nam'd, compar'd 
Eeralla, but by Chance preſerv'd a Strahger; 
But this deſign'd to ſave the Life of Blac is. 
a. And whom cou'd e 475 . OT 
Tony eee Pres e (Wrepinge* 
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Bla. 
Well might'ſt thou warn me from my curious Search, 
A choufand recollected Thoughts convince | 
Me now, it muſt, it can be only he; | 
Pacuvius Life defended, ſpeaks him plain: 

Nay ſpite of my Averſion, TR him great; 

If it be ſo, if thou confirm'ſt it him, 

If 'tis Perolla, then indeed the Soul 

Of vain reſiſting Blacius is ſubdu' d, 

By his victorius Virtues bound a Slave, 

And now muſt kneel to him i in Sy for Pardon. 
Fe Izadora #neels ik, 

Alas! thou need'ſt not f Perl t y flowing (RE. 4 | 

Too tenderly confeſs thy menen Joy! 

My 1zadera! O! I cannot bear my Thoughts! 

I ſee thy. Paſſion now ſo greatly juſt, 

So juſtly grateful to Perolla*s Love, 

I burn'with Bluſhes, that I've flood fo DEB. ps 

Unmov!d againſt his cordial Oblig ations z- 

1 I will flatter yet my Pride © thes,. 4, 

And fancy thy inſpiring Virtues taught e ee 7 

Him art 0 i, Gena of the Soul. So 

Ia. O! my kind Father! till he'd conquer F575 
I knew not that Perella had ſo far 5 
Engag'd my Heart: Tonly chou fore 8 — 
*Twas Gratitude: But now (if tis a F ault, a 


O yet NT it! V ek I own tis il hog * oF nth = 
See > Qs 1 2791: Ew ps of 

Ser. Fly! p m Lords, fe, a fave] 0 
Lives! fy, 3:1 A 2 70 ng your 


The Guards of Hei? furround'the Houle, © * ”'** * 
And he himſelf's this Moment u upon Entrante. 
Port. O Horror to our Hopes! 
Ia. Diſtreſsful Woe ! 
Port. No Thought to ſave us? 
Bla. None —— For ſee our Fate approaches. 


Enter Hannibal, Pacuvins, Proveft, and Guards, 


Han. So, Sir, you yet are in the Reach of Juſtice, 
Bla, Changes of Fortune are to me ſo frequent, 


Ha! my Daughter! O! I find thy Fears! 
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Now nothing gives me Fear or Wonder. 
I know my Fate, and I expect it. 
Har. And thou ſhalt meet it with the riſing Morn : 
Let Portius too be ſeiz'd, whoſe dar'd Se 8 
To hide a Traitor, by the Law condemn'd, | 
Shall make him now the Partner of his Fate. . 
Bla. My Brother's Blood ! that ſtrikes indeed! 100 0 
Han. The Maid is innocent, and therefore frees... 
For theſe, conduct em to their Doom deferv'd.. 1 
Ixa. O miſerable Fortune — 5 
. Bla, 1 Port. Iza. and Guards, 
Han. My Lord Pacuvius, theſe vile Traitors Lives 


Are ſcan Vengeance for inſulted Iuſtice : 


Our chiefeft Foe !th* open Face of our 
Authority redeem'd, our Arms diſgrac'd, 
A Traitor on the Eve of Execution | 


In our ee freed by Force from J PIT te" 


More ſtirs m 

And we're abe 
Pac. What 1 your Orders on the Inftant ſhou' 

Proclaim to thoſe,. that ſhall diſcover ſtrait 


3005 than all vile Blacius Crimes, 


Th' audacious Hands, that ſet this Traitor free, eve ; 1 


Rewards unlimited, ſome tempting Bribes, 
That Honour, Love, nor Friendſhip can reſiſt. . 
Has. Thou'ſt warm'd my. Thoughts? 5 Be it imme» 
diate done; | | 
And the Reward, whatever ſhall be aſk'd 
Of Hannibal, within his Power to grant. 
For Traitors in the ſtrongeſt State conceal * 
Like unforeſeen — So 2 the Blood. 
ay bring the kealthi to Fe Grave: 7 
Therefore we never can 4 arly buy _ r 
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with double V-ngeance to Teſe: t it, 
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N 
Blacius and Portius in Priſon ; Portius ſleeping, 


Bla. FT HE Morning riſes with its uſual Ray, 
Nor ſhews the gloomy Face of leaſt Diſ- 

order : 1 

No Prodigies, no Fate - foretelling Stars; 

Nor Storms, nor Thunders wait on Blacius? Death: 

In ev'ry Thing the Courſe of Nature ſtill | - 

Keeps duly on, concernleſs in its Road, 

And will do ſtill the ſame, when I'm no more: 

Why ſhou'd I think it then a Pain to leave | 

Theſe common Objects, that regard not me? 

Behold ! how peacefully a conſtant Mind 


Receives the ſolemn Summons of its Fate? 

And in the Body's Reſt diſcards the Thought? 
To die's no more: Our Sleep's a ſhort-liv'd Death. 
Either is but the Loſs of Time unknown; 

And he that ſleeps, till from the Grave awak'd, 
Feels not that Gap in his Eternity, 

T'exceed a Moment! Soft! he wakes! 

But, Oh! to ſleep again in Death for me! 

O Portius if thy wand'ring Soul has dreamt 

Of Liberty, how mournful 1s this Waking ? 

Port. Not ſo, my Brother, tho' I've dreamt, tis true, 
Nay dreamt, that our amazing Fortune had | 
Preſerv'd us both, and tho* my Reaſon waking 
Preſents me not a diſtant Hope to ſave us, 

The lively Image ftill fo fills my Mind, 
I can't yet leave it for a Thought of Sorrow. _ 

Bla. O! that I thus cou'd — a Hope for thee! 
But when [I think that my Misfortunes have 
Involv'd thy Fate, that my dear Brother's Blood 
Muſt ſtream for his unhappy Faith to me; 

Tis more than all my Manhood can ſupport ! 
O Portius ! pity, and forgive my Fate. 1988 

Port. Art thou to blame for what thy Fate has done? 


[ Obſerving Porti 115 
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O Blacius ! I cou'd call thee now unkind, 

To think my Death's not more a Pleaſure than a Pain, 
Has not our Friendſhip yet from ferward Youth 

To lagging Age ran through dividing Pleaſures ? 

And ſhall thy Heart not ſhare me in Diſtreſs ? 

Shall I now coldly mourn becauſe I bleed, 

In Proof but of a friendly Faith to thee ? 

Now, on my Soul, I know thy honeſt Heart 

With Pleaſure wou'd abide its Fate for Portius; 

Can then a Friendſhip ſo fincerely bound, 


Suppoſe a n End, _ Lyn thus together ? 
[eEnbracing. 


Enter the Prove} and Guards. 


Pro. My Lord, your Pardon for unwelcome News: 
I, by Orders now from Hannibal receiv'd, . 
Am directed to remove you hence 
Jo your immediate Execution: But, 


| Lord Portixs, you have found his Mercy. - 


Bla. What ſaid*ſt thou, ha! 
Pre. Great Hannibal inform'd, 
On cooler Thaughts, that your unhappy Crime 


Was more an ancient Friend's Concern for m— 


'Than wilful Scorn of his inſulted Power, 
Extends his Mercy to your Life's Reprieve. 


Bla. Then welcome Death ! and ſince my Brothers 


free; 
I die without a murmuring Thought to Fate. 
Hort. O Blacius ! can I taſte ſuch ill-divided Mercy? 


Pro. Your mournful Daughter, with ſucceſsleſs Tears 


Implor'd his Mercy for a Father's Life, 
But all her piteous Piety cou'd gain ; 
Was his hard Leave before your Death to take 


A parting Bleſſing, and her laſt Farewell. 


Port. See n be comes, adorn'd with Sorrow, * 


Fools, Euter Eadora. 


Death ne'er look'd terrible till now. PP } # 


Bla. Theſe Tears my Izadora, wound me more 
Than all the Weapons of — Den: 


But that I ſee at ftrikes fo hard upon 


* 
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Thy tender Heart, to me the Thought were nothing. 
Why ſhou'dſ thou thus diſturb thee at a Stroke, 
Which he that's now moſt happy*s ſure to feel ? 
When firſt we're launch'd on this uncertain World, 
Our earlieſt Knowledge tells us we muſt drown, 
Nature aſſures us nothing in the Voyage, 
But that ſhe, ſoon or late, will call us ſtrict 
To our Account of this intruſted Venture: 
The Time is come to make her due Demand 
On me; and 'tis but fit it were paid. 

Ia. But then to enter on your Life diftrain'd, 
To ſeize it in a bloody Execution; 
This is not Nature's Law, but Fortune's Tyranny ; 
The Debt of Nature might be eaſier paid! 
But now to die ! your Health, your Senſes ſound ! 
Your Strength yet freſh, and capable to run 
(No Violence us'd) with Vigour to the Goal ; 
Howe'er your tender Love's Concern for me 
With manly Courage may diſguiſe the Terror, 
I know *tis more than Nature can ſupport! 
This weaker Frame in ſpite of you muſt ſtart, 
And ſhudder at fo ſharp a Diſſolution. 

Bla. In vain I ſee weak Reaſon has preſcrib'd 
Us Virtue, as the Armour of our Hearts: 
For, Oh l. to part with thee, my Iæadora / 
To loſe the cordial Comforts of thy Youth, 
Th endearing Softneſs of that filial Love, 


Whoſe cheerful Smiles fo oft have ſooth'd my Age, 8 


In ſpite of Reſolution, wounds me through; 

To leave thee thus! to this vile World expos'd, 
An helpleſs Orphan, diſtitute of Friends, 
Amidſt the Hazards of outrageous Fortune! 


O! where's that temper'd' Heart of hardeft Virtue, © 5 


That can unſhock'd withſtand the bruiſing Blow? 


Ixa. Nay, now you double my Diſtreſs But ret | 


One parting Comfort's left to your Support, 
And let th* Aſſurance ſooth your dying Thoughts, 
That tho' you leave me to the World forlorn, 

The ſame unſhaken Virtue that has ſtill 

Preſery'd me taintleſs in my Actions paſt, 

Shall, when the dear Protector of my Youth 


= 


— 
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1s dead, ſupport me to the laſt like Blacius Daughter. 

Bla. O! let me preſs thee to my Heart reviv'd, 
And thank thy, Virtue for this Eaſe in Death ! 
Portius=—my Brother and my Friend — F. are · 

well 

I ſee thy Heart is „ will 
Not overcharge it with thy Griefs increas'd ! 
Only this Boon Tzadora's Vouth 
Let me bequeath to thy aer On g Care 
 —My [zadera! O!] the killing Thought! 
This laſt Embrace—— Thy dying Father's Bleſſing 
— One farewell Kiſs O! muſt we part for ever! 
Pro. My Lord, the Time elapſes. 

Bla. But one ſhort Word, and I have done, 
And now by all our faithful Friendſhip paſt, 
(Obſerve me well, for *tis my laſt Requeſt) 
Let me conjure thee, Portius, when the Time 
Of decent Sorrow for. a Father's Death, | 
In mournful 1zadere's ceaſing Tears, _ fa; 
Shall be expir'd, to crown her Virgin Wiſhes, _ 
Give her, where moſt her Beauties are deſerv'd, 
Where moſt her Heart inclines——to brave Perolla Z 
And as you with the Grave ſhou'd yield me Reſt, 
Reward her Virtues with her Love poſſeſt. 

| [Ex. — 


The 8 EN E opening g. nn 4 Scaffold for the 
Execution of Blacius, and at /ome diſtance a Seat rais'd 


for Hannibal; Guards and People crowding ; Pacuvius 
Jpeaking to an Offer. 


Pac. Now Captain, let the Soldiers cloſe their Ranks, 
And on this Side the Scaffold no one paſs, | 

Till Hannibal himſelf ſhall take his Stand; 

For he in Perſon is reſolv' d to ſee = 

The Execution of the Law perform'd, 

And by his awful Preſence to prevent 

Th' audacious Thought of any ſecond Tumuk, 

And ſee, his Guards approach us | 

(Within) "__ Is more cad there ! 


* 
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Han. Good Morning to the Lord Pacuyius / What! 
Are all Things ready ? Is the Priſoner come? 
Pac. I ſent juſt now your Orders to produce him. 
Han. *Tis well, and has our Edict been proclaim'd 1 
Pac. Already twice the public Officer 
This Morn proclaim'd it in the Forum, ' 
And through the City ſeveral Copies are 
Diſpers'd, in Hopes to make it more effectual. 
Han. ¶ To the Crowd] My F riends, what you have heard 
proclaim'd, we here | 
Prepar'd Rand forth in Perſon to confirin : 8 
Nay more! of theſe unlimited Conditions, 
To bind us firmer yet to the Performance, 
We ſolemn Vow before th? atteſting Powers, 
By the full Glory of our conquering Arms, 
And by our Father's dear departed Soul, 
Without Reſerve moſt faithfully to keep *em, 
People. Huzzah! | 
Han. But ſee, the Priſoner comes to give our Laws 
their Due, 
Pac, And me my laſt Revenge. 


Enter Blacius, Provoſt, and Guards. 
Bla. What Ceremony's next? 
Pro. No more, my Lord, but to aſend the Scaffold,/ 


Bla. Conduct me. A1. 
Han. Hold! | 
Yet ef thee, Blacius, e ler the nee 4 Sword 
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How far my Doom 1s joſt, is bootleſs to inquire 3 
No, proſperous Hannibal, I'll not complain m 


— — —L—?— — — — — 


953 P EAOLLA and Iz A DORA. 


Of Wrongs receiv'd, where thy dire Wills a Law: 

Vet if thou'dſt have the World ſuppoſe my Death 

Not whole is owing to thy deaf Revenge, 1 * 

I have a late Requeſt to aſk thy Power, _ 

Which cannot taint thy Honour to comply with. 
Han. To let thee ſee we deal Compaffan with 

Our Juſtice, free demand. 

Bla. Thus then. 10 bo 

I have an only Child, whoſe filial Lo 

Late brought her to Salapia, loſt, to _ 

Her hapleſs Father's Chains, and ſooth his Sorrows. 

Now let me 1 0 thy indulgent Honour, 

That ſince thy Mercy has been pleas'd 4 

To leave her yet one only Friend in Portius, . 

'Fhat he, this Daughter, and ſome ſmall Retinue, | 

When I am dead, may freely be allow'd 

Your Convoy to the friendly Arms of . 

With the Remains of his impair'd Eſtate, 

Too end their Days in inoffenfive Quiet. 

Han. Our Pow'r wou'd wound itſelf to dale the 


9 851 Innocent; 
The eldeſt Law of Greatneſs is Compaſſion: 2711 

Thy mournful Daughter free ſhall: be — 

And not alone thy Brother Portius' Fortune, 

But (tho the Law condemns the Whole) yet Half 

Thy own we grant to her Diſtreſs reſtor d: | 

Of which per form'd, our Honour be the Pledge. 4 

[la. bows, and mo his Hes. 

Pac. How eaſily to honeſt Fools 


May wiſe Men paint their Greatneſs? en [Afide. 
Han. Now, is there ought that thou wouldl Arne 
ſay? 


Bla. No more, but that this Favour was 
Thy only Way to draw the Tears of Blacius. 

Han. But that our Honour binds us to be juſt, 
Thou too ſhou'dft taſte our Mercy: But the Truſt 
That Carthage has repas'd in Hannibal! | 
Muſt, in deſpite of Nature, be diſcharg'd; 
Tis that alone, and not thy Foe, deſtroys "hi ; 
By that compell'd we yield thee to the Law : 
he: him! to * Fate. [Bla, mounts the * 
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Pac. O well-ſapported Virtue!  - | 
Now will the Rabble think this real! CFD [4fde, 


4 e is heard. among the Crowd, — at Jome Diſtant 
Portius and Izadora.;, _ 


People. Make way ! make way for the * there! 
Guards. Keep back ! keep back! there's no one * 
there. 
1za. O yet for pity, Soldiers, let me daa e 
Han. How now | What means that rude Diſorder? 
Pro. My Lord, a Lady by Lord Portius Nm | 
Diſtreſs'd ſhe Hoang intreats with earneſt Mood, 
Before th' Execution's done, ſhe may be heard; 
And comes to Hannibal, the ſays, for Juſtice. 
Han. Admit her: 
To Juſtice never has our Way been barr'd. 
[Han. de/cends, Iza. runs to him, and incl 
Ia. O Hannibal . for ever fam'd in Arms, 
But truly Great in thy Regards of Honour ; 
By Honour, 1 conjure thee now, be juſt, 
And yet defer doom'd Blacius Execution, 
Whom by the Hopes of my eternal Peace 
I've ſomething to reveal, that will compel. } / 
Thy Honour to preſerve or fink thy Fame for ever. 
Han. Beware thee, Woman, .of thy flatter'd Hopes. 
The guilty, Blacius Crimes too full are provꝰ'd· 
T” expect our Mercy from the higheſt Bribe 
Thy Tears can give, or ought thou canſt reveal; 
Therefore to ſpare thy Tongue, that fruitleſs Ping. 
Our Guards remove her Pp 
IZa. — Hold! BY 
Yet, cruel Warriour, hear me for thy Fame! 
J aſk not Mercy, but thy Juſtice due; - 
But yet a Moment, and I'm dumb for ever! 
If what I have to ſay is not of laſt 
Importance to preſerve thy Oaths, thy Honour, 
If not by thy own Laws, proclaim'd my Right, 
Let looſe thy fierceſt Rage upon my Life; 
Give me the Tortures, Gag! "ring Pains, or worſe, 


The dead Denial of my Hope's Relief. 
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Now, by that ſacred Power that fills thy Soul, 


[Breaking from the Guards, 


By the reſiſtleſs Force of conquering Honour, | 
I muft! I will be heard, or hold you ever! \ 
Theſe Hands thus clinch'd, no Force ſhall part, unleſs 
With cruel Swords you cut my hold away. 
People. Hear her | hear her! 
Han. Forbear a while the Execution! 
Yet think not, Woman, that thy Tears prevail ; 
But Honour, thus alarm'd, deſcends to hear thee : "LA 
Mean while from Hannibal thou'rt as ſecure 
Of. Juſtice, as doom'd Blacius of his Fate; 
Than which dreadful Oracles foretell, 
Not more aſſur'd, thou may'ſt depend on: 
Say then from whence, and what is thy Demand ? 
1za. Behold me then the wretched Blacius Ne) 
Whoſe late Offences moſt unfortunate, 
80 far it ſeems have ſtirr'd your fatal Rage, 
That nothing but his vital Blood can ſate it. 
For when your Priſon late was forc'd, and he 
To your Revenge's Diſappointment freed, 
Your warm Reſentment in its Heat proclaim'd, 
That whoſoever truly ſhou'd reveal 
The firſt Contriver, Cauſer, or Accomplice, 
Audaciouſly concern'd in his Redemption, 
$hou'd ſtrait receive whatever Gift, 
Reward, or Boon, their utmoſt Wiſh cou'd alk, 
Or you yourſelf had lawful Power to grant, - 
Han. Ha! 
Ia. And now, purſuant to this Law proclaim'd, 
(Which here I offer as the Witneſs of 
wy Righ . come with an undoubting Joy 
To name this vile Offender of your Law, 
And from your Honour bound to claim my juſt Reward. 
Han. Thou haſt alarm'd me ow indeed. 
Pac. Confuſion ! 
za. Which, that vou may with leſs Reluctance grant, 
I will not only name, but inſtant yield 
The dire Offender now into your Power, 
To ſlake the Thirſt of your inflam'd Revenge. 
Har, N ay then, without a Fang, our Doul reliev d 
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Dare yet aſſure thee of thy full Reward, | 
Which by thoſe folemn Vows the public Ear 
Can witnefs, we have taken to confirm 
Again, we ſwear without reſerve to pay. 
Now then, be thou as quick in thy Performance, 
Produce th' Offender, and receive thy Wiſhes. 
Ia. Behold then, here th* Offender ſtands ? 
Your Priſon forc'd was Iæadora's Crime: 
And tho”. my weaker Sex deny'd my Arm 
To execute ſo reſolute a Deed, | 
Yet my more daring Heart contriv*d the Means 
By Prayers, and Letters to a Roman Youth, 
I wrought his Friendſhip to my Hopes diſtreſs'd, 
And with his generous Sword redeem'd my Father. 
Not hut I pride me in the glorious Guilt, 
And ftand prepar'd to meet my Puniſhment, 
Which, be it all your Fury can inflict, 
The dear Reward of my Diſcovery _ 
Will render light, as your Revenge on Placius - 
For know, the Boon demanded of thy Juſtice——— 
Han. Hold! © 26 : 
Beware, I charge thee, in thy raſh Demand ; 
And tho? thou'ſt caught my Honour in this Snare, 
Think not, when that's diſcharg'd, if thou inſult'ſt 
My Power, my tame Revenge ſhall fleep to thee ; 
For by the Fury of our Rage defy'd, 
That Moment thou but nam'ſt thy Father's Life, 
That wretched Father hall himſelf, upon 
That Scaffold rais'd for him, behold thee bleed. 
Pac, Well urg'd again ! then yet there may be Hopes, 
I Ade. 
Han. New make at thy own Peril thy Demand, 
I've warn'd thee well, yet ſtand prepar'd to grant. 


Iza. Then yet. whatever Death the all-juft Gods 


Deſign for me Give me the Life of Blacius “ 
People. Huzzah ! Jufbice ! Jy ! Huzzah! 
Han. Ves! yes! y' unthin ing Herd ! you ſhall have 

Sa too will Hannibal; your Holiday [ Juftice, 

Not yet is loſt; You ſhall have Blood to ſtare on, 

Tho” pleas'd to think your Favourite Blactz; ſa d, 
Vor. IV. Q | 
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Yet you ſhall ſee, ſince we forewarn'd her Fate, 

Before his Face this ſubtle Traitreſs bleed! 

—Bind ! bind her, Hands—yet hold for now perhaps 

Convinc'd, that we have ſirm reſolv'd thy Death, 

The Terror may diſſuade thy raſh Demand. 

Ta. Weak Hannibal, who ſtaggering thus thyſelf, 

Preſum'ſt to meaſure by thy own Reſolves 

The firmer Daring of a Roman Soul; 

Revenge be thine: Give me the Life of Blacius. 
Han. Provoking Virtue! in a Female Soul! 

Where have I liv'd, that never yet conceiv'd the Charm? 

The Charm indeed! tis Witchcraft ! Spells ! Inchant- 

I feel my Virtue ſtruggling in the Snare, [ment ! 

And muſt deſtroy her to preſerve myſelf ! 

Away! the Sorcereſs.! Hence! diſpatch her! haſte, 

And rid me of this Hurry in my Blood! 

Quick, Slaves! while yet I have the Power to end her. 


As tbo lead Izadora 20 the Scaffold, Perolla breaks row 
the Guards to Hannibal. 


Per. Hold hold, injurious Hannibal, nor let the Blood 
Of Innocence defame thy blind Revenge: 
| Behold the nobler Object of thy Rage, 
That makes it Juſtice, and inſtructs thy Fury, 
To bribe thy Mercy to that tender Maid! 
-Behold Perolla, who provokes thy Vengeance! 
Whoſe Arm when free has been as much thy Terror, 

As ndw when bound in Chains *twill be qhy Safety; 

Whoſe Guardian Sword in the conteſted Field 
So oft has cut the Hopes of thy Ambition, 
Which the Lucalians, Samnites, Caſjilinum, 
Th' Appulians, and Petilia ſhall record to Ages: 
Who not alone content to gall thee, thus 
Victorious in the Field; but to thy Arms 
Diſgrace; to thy Head- Quarters came diſguis'd, 
Ev'n in thy Army's Centre forc'd thy Priſons, 
Deſtroy'd thy Guards, and in thy Power's Contempt 
Retter d the Freedom of thy Foe condemn'd. 

Han. Audacious Virtue! 

Per. Nay, and who now was come, reſolv'd (but that 


His 1825 Daughter had foredone my Purpoſe) 


7 


PEROLLA and IZA DORA. 


To ſtop, like her, the Fury of thy loſt Revenge, 
(Unleſs thou-dar'ſt to thy Honour's Bonds) 
By my demanded Pardon' for t Life of queen 

Pac. Horror! | 

1za. O moſt untimely Virtue! 

Per. But fince the Blood of Izadeta is 
The Price decreed of thy extorting Mercy. 

Ea. Hold! _ | 
Oh! hold, unkind Perol/a—— O! glorious Hannibal? 
Yet e'er the Raſhneſs of his Virtue moves 
To ſuperſede the Claim of /zadora, ' 

Permit me but to offer him a ſtarted Thought, 

And by the Hopes of ſuffering | Innocence, 

So far is what J aſk from Means t' oppoſe, 
That yet I ſwear to double your Revenge. 

Han. Such daring Spirits have I never ſeen ; 

Thou haſt our Leave, propoſe thy Thought, and eaſe 
Me quick of this unactive Wonder. 

[Izadora ſeems to argue with Perolla. 
Now! now, Pacuvius, help me in this Strait 4-8 
Of tempted Honour, and oppos'd Revenge. 

Pac. Let my Example then inflame thy Soul! 
The loſt Perolla, I perceive, as much 1 
 Abhors your Perſon as your Height of Glory; 

In that one Thought, he is no more my Son, 
No more am I his Father, but his Foe : 
Let then his Blood, offenſive to us bot, 
At once fate your Revenge and my Diſpleaſure, | 
There's Glory in ſo juſt a Sacrifice. 
Han. Amazement ſtill ! 
Is't poſſible a Soul ſo weak with loca X 
Can be the Sire of ſo much healthy Virtue ? Has. 

Per. My Death to fave thee were a Pleaſure: But 

Ia. Can dying with me give thy Thoughts a Pain? 

Per. O! that inchanting Softneſs in thy Looks 
Prevails, and yet tis N s 

1za. For me, Perolla, * | 
To make our Virtue try'd, immortal as our Ie 

Per. I cannot bear the painful Onſet of $6.4 14% 
Thy eyes intreating! O! I yield! 'tis done! | 

| | r 
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And thus I truſt thy Virtue with my Fame? 5 
g [Perolla and Izadora #neel to Hannibal. 
| Now truly conquering Hannibal, behold, 
Submiſſive at thy Feet thy Foe ſubdu'd, 
Now aſking Pardon of thy Power defy'd : 
For I eonfeſs *twas Pleaſure to provoke thee, 
While IL propos'd my Life — might ſave 
The Innocent: But ſince our harder Fate 
Deftroys us both by thy divided Mercy—— 
Ia. Since my vain Life by great Perolla ſav'd, 
Muſt leave my Father ſtill expos'd to Death, 
And me in greater Torment from ſuch Life accepted — 
Per. Since in our ſtricteſt Search of Fate, we 
No Hope of mutual or of parted Happineſs, 
We now implore our Crimes to thee confeſt, 
May ſhare the Glory and the Puniſhment. 
Ra. Since both are wretched, tho” but one ſhou'd bleed: 
Per. We beg in Mercy both I cannot ſpeak it. 
Jza. — Both may die together. : 
But for the joint Reward of our Diſeovery, 
Which we're compell'd in Duty to demand 
Per. And thou'rt in Honour as firm bound to pay. 
Ia. With an united Claim | | 
| Beth. We beg the Life of Blacius. 
Pac. Then periſh both, and double your Revenge. 
Han. O weak Pacuvius! that can't think Revenge 
Conſiſts in timely granting their Defires. 
The Smart of Body is the Vulgar's Terror, 
That have no farther Hope than ſenſual Life, 
No Pain 1 ke Obligations to the Brave, 8 
Great Souls by Greater only are ſubdu'ꝭd 
Releaſe the Priſoner, and conduc him hither. 
People. Huzzah! 
Pac. Vain Hannibal! are theſe a Stateſman's Maxims ? 
Han. Shall it be ſaid by Time's ſucceeding Tongues, 
That Fortune ſet me up a Foe, whom Fear 
Advis'd me to ſecure, or that pale En 
"Took ſhamefully the ſaſe Advantage off 
His chanc'd Misfortunes to deſtroy him? No, 
The World ſhall ſee, that Hannibal in ſpite 
Of his ador'd Ambition dares be Great; 
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Firft then P thee, Pacuvius, I reſtore 

That Son thy Friendſhip wou'd have ſacrific d; 

And to P as his Virtue's Due, 

I give him to his Life his Liberty. 

To thee moſt wondrous Maid 
Pac. Yet hold! while I have Cauſe to thank thee, 
Haz. What I reſolve ſhall thank itſelſ. 

Pac. The galling Thought! 
Han. To thee, bright Excellence, whoſe folier Charms 

Might look the rugged Lion to Compaſſion, 

From a ſuperior Claim, than what my Honour is 

Engag'd to pay thy moſt amazing Piety, 

To thee I yield the forfeit Life of Bla. *5. 
1za. O Godlike Hannibal! [ Bla. Iza. and Per. bn. 
Han. No Thanks be paid, 

For Hannibal ſtands more oblig'd to you, 

On whoſe firm Virtues prov'd I zaiſe my own : 

But leſt your Thanks refus'd ſhou'd give you Pain, 

From thee Perolla, I ſha!l pleas'd receive em: 

Haſte to the Field, and thank me with thy Sword; 

Rally thy ſcatter'd Legions, and oppoſe 

Me, bold in Arms, as thou haſt dar'd for Love; 

Then when I meet thee moſt, my glorious Foe, 

P11 call thee vanquiſh'd, grateful to my Fame. 

Per. Inſtructed thus, I am inſpir'd to thank On 2 

This gratefal Sword, in thy fierce Arms oppos'd 

Shall tell the World what Dangers thou halt ſought, 

What Hazards ip this Mercy thou haſt dar'd, PY 

To climb the Precipice of martial Glory, 

Victor, or vanquith'd, PII record thy Fame. 

Pac, Now vain inglorious Hannibal! to think 

Thou can'ſt conceal from the diſcerning World 

The native Colour of this half-painted Virtue : 

Wou'dſt thou aſcribe to Thirſt of Glory, what 

So groſs we ſee proceeds from abje& Love ? 

Not conquering /zadera's Virtues, but 

Her Eyes victorious have ſubdu'd thy Honour Gods! 

Is then the Truſt of Carthage thus diſcharg d, 

By granting public Mercy 36 her Foes ? 

Q Shame to ! that Honour, Juſtice, Fame, 
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Shou'd loſe their Force for a vain Smile of Woman? 
A Flame, which Health of Senſe will never own, 
Like Madneſs when tis cur'd, it ever was poſſeſs'd with. 
Han. Injurious Man! whoſe raſh unſlak'd Revenge 
Wou'd ſtain a Soul, that ſoars above thy ſlander. 
But to confirm the conſcious World, and 3 
That Hannibal diſdains ſo baſe a Tho 
Since Love has —_ their Hearts, a — Blacins, 
As I am told, approves their mutual Fires, 
My Innocence thus Joins their Hands for ever. 
Per. Now, on my Soul, this Virtue pains my Senſe, 
My ſwelling Heart's oppreſs'd with Obligations. 
O Blacius ! Portius ! Izadora ! 
Pac. Horror on Horror ſtill! O! Rage of Pain! 
My Son inſultant mi agling with curs'd Blacius? Blood! 
Have I for this abjur'd my Country's Cauſe ? 

Deſpis'd the honeſt World's long Rel Eſteem ; 
Sold my dear Fame, and cheated of the Price ! 
Han. Let my Example teach thee N 
Pac, Periſh thy tame Philoſophy! ! 

Low, as I am, my ſpiteful Stars ſhall ſee 
Not all their Malice cou'd ſubdue Pacuvius f 
And ſince my fatal Services to thee 
Are now at laſt Barbarian-like return'd 
With thy ungrateful Mercy to my Foe, -  -/ 
And in my Blood debas'd my fierce Revenge inſulted, 
That Life I only valu'd as a Plague to Blacius, 
Secing him bleſs'd, tis Time ſhou'd be no more. [ Srabs 
Han. O horrid Act! himſelf. 
Per. My Father! 
Ja. O dire Diſtraction 
Pac. Since my ſole Joy in Being was my spite 
To Blacius Blood, *twas then Relief to die, 
When twas in vain to hate him. ¶ Dies. 
Han. Death only cou'd ſubdue ſo fierce a Paſſion, 
Look up, Perolla, and reſtrain thy Tears: 
Thy Honour and thy Love demand thy Care: 
At once to free thee then from farther Fears, 
This Fair One, Blacius, Portius, and thyſelf, 
Shall have our Leave n to depart; 
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A Sq uadron ſtrait of our Numidian Horſe 
Shall be detach'd your Convoy to the Conſul, 

Peaple. Huzzah!. 

Bla. And now from this Day O frange Rents we ſee 
By what ſmall Accidents the Gods maintain 
Againſt Man's vain Preſumption their Decrees 
But hence an Hour, and the dire Sword was drawn, 
That thou'd have pierc'd the ſtreaming Life of Boris 
While fierce Pacuwvius in too warm Purſuit _ | 
Of his Revenge advis'd the Means, that loſt it; 
And he who came aſſur'd to glut his Eyes 
With vengeful Pleaſure at the Tragedy, 
Now lies Timſelf ſole Actor in the Scene: * 
And laſt, to crown their unforeſeen Reſolves, 
That all Things might in Courſe of Juſtice move, 
Prrolla's bleſt with Ixadora's Love. 
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E PI L O G u E. 
Spoken by Mrs. OLDFIELD. 


W ELL, Sirs ! yon we ſeen a Prodigy To-day * 
4:6 Two lovers true! in this old-faſhion'd Play; 
But theſe were Romans: Our more modiſh Age 
No ſuch Examples ſprws, but on the Stage. 

O all the Sparks that figh and ogle here, 

(Hold ! let me fee——) the Chief are There and There, 

l Pointing to the Side-Boxes. 

Shew me but One that awo d expoſe his Life, : 

To gain that comfortable Thing, a Wife : 

But here, how many Huſbands do T fee [The Pit. 
Mou d gladly venture Hanging to get free? 

1 wiſh Perolla may no! ſoon increaſe 

T he diſmal melancholic Lift of theſe : 5 

Our Hearts, ⁊uben marry' d, we but ill defend, 

For that's the T ime to gratify a Friend; 

Maids are unprattis'd, nice, and bluſh to try 

What moſt they wiſh, and fear they know not why : 
But Wives grow bold, and find when better taught, 
The Danger's not ſo great, as tnce they thought. 
Such Wiwes there may be, Sirs, but Oh ! how few 
Of us are falſe, compar d to ſinful You? 

The Faults, that by our injur'd Sex are done,, 

Are owhng to the Vices of your own : 

Fond to provoke, you take the manly Way, 

To fevear and lye, to flatter and betray : 

Such is your Humour, or your Weakneſs ſuch, 
Dou cannot bear to be below'd too much : 

But roving on, new Congueſts only prize, 

Giving to All, what ſcarce would One ſuſice; 

And ſuch tame Fools do you our Sex believe, 

Not to requite the Fawours we receive. 

Wou'd ye, Gallants, but fairly play your Parts, 
And know the Value of our faithful Hearts 


EIL 


Word ye the Grounds of our Complaints remove, 
And male Returns of Conſtancy and Love; 

You then wou'd find us Objects fit to tra, * 

For we are true whenever you are ju 

Fou then wou'd live with greater Pleaſures bleſts 
Than e er in Love's ſoft Empire were poſſeſt 3 

For every Lover in his Fair wwou'd find 

True Engliſh Charms with Roman Virtue 1 4 
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SMAL L FARCE. 
As it was lately Acted, with great Applauſe, 


at H—d—r's ttc Th——re, near the 
 H— N 


at 


"Ft Cantare pares „ Reſpondere parate. 
Virg. Bucol. 7ma. 
Bord young Italians, both alike inſpir'd 


To Sing, or Scold ; juſt as the Time reguir d. 
Modern Tranſlation. 


FF 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


J-, 3 of Bologuas 

eee 
1 ,, Higk- Prieſt to the Academy of Diſcord: 
Hd}, Profeſſor of Harmony to the Academy. 

=, Chief of the Choir. 


IE Violino Primo to the Queen. of 8 to 
1 —4, keep her Majeſty's Body in Tune. 


| p Baſſo Continuo, and Treaſurer to the Prin- 
— =, ceſs of Modena. | 


A Chorus of P—rs and Tupees, with Cat-calls. 


' SCENE the Temple of Diſcord, near the H M- 


Time equal to the Repreſentation, 
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SCENE opens and diſcovers the Temple of Diſcord: An 
Altar with Crowns, Globes, Sceptres and other Enfigns 
of Royalty, The Queen and Princeſs on either Side the 
Altar. The Higb-Prieſt in his Pontificabilus. The great 
Officers in their proper Stations. $5 | 


The Chorus of D--k--s, L--d -s and Tupees rang d on each 
Side the Stage, according to their Factions; Cat-calls in 
their Hands, and Whiſtles, with Bells about their Necks, 
officiating as Under-Prieſts. After a ſhort Symphony, and. 
ſame [mal] Ceremonies, the High-Prieft comes forward. 


1 4 —. 


E AD Queen and Princeſs, hail ! we thus are met, 
To ſettle Matters of the greateſt Weight: 
From this propitious Hour, for Y:ars to come, 

The World expects it: Peace, and we our Doom: 
Here Diſcord reigns, but all the Muſes know, , 
From Diſcord ſweeteſt Harmony does flow; . 
The Omen's good! — Oh! let it here prove ſo: 

Agree, my Queens — or we muſt periſh all, 
With you the Sons of Harmony will fall; 

All other civil Fends, or foreign Jars, 


Domeſtick Broils, and long projected Wars, 
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Are now forgot. Here Hopes and Fears attend, 

And wait with panting Hearts the dubious End ; 

Nor Gibraltar we ſeek, nor Port=Mahon ; 

Poſſeſſing you, makes all the World our own : 

Who wails expiring Spain, or dead Cza—na ? + 

Leave us, kind Heav'n !——C--z--zi and F--/--na 1! 

With bright F--/--za, we loſe all our Beaus; 
And Des muſt die, when ſweet C--z--z7 goes: 


Nor ſhall che 3 ever more com poſe. 


On this Alliance think how much depends ; 


Great-Britain pity, and embrace as Friends: 
Why ſhou'd Ambition now your Hearts divide ? 
In gay triumphal Chariots both ſhall ride; 12 
From gilded Thrones the kneeling World command, 
While Globes and Sceptres grace each pretty Hand; 
Your glitt'ring Crowns half o'er the Stars prevail, 
And Pages ſweat beneath th' embroider'd Tail; 
Vaſt whiſker'd Guards your Honour ſhall maintain, 
And tinſel Damſels ſwell the ſhining Train ; 
Addreſs' d with Majeſty. at ev'ry Word, 

And off the Stage like Goddeſſes ador'd : 


What wou'd you more 


5 


—— Count H—d—r, I grant; 


Vour Prudence juſtly touches all we want: 
The Caſe full plain and open you have laid, 

And puſh'd the very Point up to the Head; 

Pride rules our Female Souls; thus fir'd, we dare 
Like Man all Dangers ſcorn ; and chirſt for War: 


. 
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Our little Breaſts will pant and heave for i f 
Swell'd with th* Ambition of the foremoſt Name. | 
Shall then that Chit with me claim equal Sway? k 
That muſhroom Songſtreſs of the other Day : 
With me contend — Gods with me compare? j 
Unkkill'd in Notes, and en r graceful Air! | 
[ C--z--ni's Faction play their Inflruments. | 

. 4 

| 1 


C —2—7 1. 


Vain Infolence how ſhall our Cauſe be try'd ? — 
So ſmall your Merit, and ſo great your Pride: 
My Equal held! —what more can yon pretend ? 8 


Nor cou'd your Majeſty that Plea defend; 

For Peace, did I not vaſtly condeſcend- 

Of Honour if I grant th” alternate Part, | 
*Tis more my Goodneſs thought, than your Deſert : 
The Title of a Queen is but a Name, | 
The empty Sounding of a Blaſt of Fame ; 

Since piqu'd, the Grandeur of th' Affair you 20 3 
For Honour's ſake I cannot give it up: 

My Friends are firm as yours, my Claim as ſtrong  - 


As great my _— and my Nails as long. | 
[F—ſ—na's Faction tune h n | 
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Great Ladies !—Chief—Supporters of this Stage, 
Let Faction ceaſe, and moderate your Rage: 4 
Why on yourſelves this threatened Ruin hur!'d ? hy 
' Your Forces join, and you'll enſlave the World : jt 
Both Parties this Diviſion renders weak, | 
And this Vanbrughian Dome itſelf does ſhake ; z 
If no Reſpect you have for S—7zo, 


| 

34.5 

Think of what Sums you leave of ready Rino. | b 
2 Faction, —5 @ terrible * | 
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Hd.] How difficalt's my Taſk betwixt the 
Each hopes my Aid, and nothing can I do; 
Serenely tho? I ſtand th' alternate Brunt, 

And pocket, for my Eaſe, a ſmall Affront; 
Yet when their Factions deal their Vengeance round, 
Hiſſes and Cat-calls undiftinguiſh'd wound. 


F-. 
My Caro $i, Thanks for your kind Advice-; 
There's nothing can be ſiner, but your Voice: 
This horrid Puſs preſumes, that Pd engage, 
To ſing the ſecond on the Britiſb Stage; 
What were yon, Thing ?—to whom did you belong, 
When I charm'd Italy by Force of Song? 
When greateſt Princes did my Fetters wear, \ 


In Droves they ran my Triumphs to prepare, 

While parpPd Cardinals brought up the Rear: 

Then crowded Theatres I cou'd op oa ry ö 
While you were ſniv'ling at your. /a, mi, ſol; 

Unrival'd I in Action, Voice and Fame; 

Nor durſt ( — - breathe, where e er F. —na ame- 


22 . 
_ _Untfliinking Wretch !—to boaſt of what you were 3 
Thus mouldy Virgins cry; we once were fair! 
Too long the Reins of Empire you did hold, 
Reſign the Charge, you're paſt it now, and old; 
At beſt an impotent, and Royal Drone, 
Unfit, as unbecoming on a Throne: 
H here you arrogantly boaſt Applanſe, 
We need. no Conjurers to gueſs the Caufe > 
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The judging Tupees on your Action doat, | 
Aſtoniſh'd at the Warble of that Threat, | 7 
And dwell with Raptures on your ſhaking Note: 
While cunning you, the Want of Voice ſupply, - 
By Dint of wanton Hand, and rolling Eye. 


F n . 


Old! did ſhe ſay? — the Malice of my Fate! 
What-was old Woman ever good for yet! 
Fiend-like you ſtrive t* anticipate my Time, 
And hurry me to Hell, while in my Prime ; 
But, Monſter, to thy juſt Confuſion know, 
I'm ſound within, without, from Top to Toe; d 
And much the World's deceiv'd; or you're not ſo: 
Cou'd I to Neftor's Years my Life prolong, 
Still ſhou'd my Voice enchant, ſtill clear as ſtrong z 
While you in rip'ning, like a Medlar, rot, 
At beſt a Gorgon's Face, and Siren's Throat; 
Help your decaying Lungs, and chew Eringo : 
Thou little awkard Creature can you String? 


Cz. 


By juſter Means my Empire I maintain, 

And ſcorn from ſuch poor Arts Applauſe to gain; 
Kind Heav'n beſtow'd my Voice to charm Mankind, 
While you the Body move—1 touch the Mind : 
For do I meanly condeſcend to charm, 

By tickling Fingers or a twining Arm ; 

To do you. Juſtice tho? ;—I think— tis known, | 
That you to pleafe, employ more Pipes than one. 


Nature of Ways to pleaſe gave you no Choice, | 
But juſt equipp'd you with a trifling Voice; * | 
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A ſmall Canary Bird !—below my Rage 

PII fix the pretty Chirper in its Cage: | 
Thus on the Stage ſuperior Pow'r you'll own, 
While from your Priſon, I aſcend my Throne; 
Then thro' the World led after me in State, 
Ass Tamerlane ſerv'd vangquiſh'd Bajaxet. 


ihe — =" * 
C0 —2— 1 » 


How fine are thoſe majeſtick Words, and Stalk ! 
*Tis hard !—you cannot fing, as well as talk: 

Twere proper firſt at Conqueſt you thou'd aim, 
Nor triumph yet, till Victory you claim: | 
Before thoſe Judges let our Plea be try'd, 
Whoſe Ears unbyaſs'd can what's Juſt decide; | 
Such who dare own, they're pleas'd with Notes in Tune, 
And Muſick's too luxuriant Branches prune: 
Such who your wild chromatick Rants "deſpiſe $; 
And to my ſweet pathetick yield the Prize: 

Such who diſtinguiſh nicely in each Note, 
The Gargle from the Warbhe of a Throat. 


r. 


O ſpare your Lungs, and cloſe this frange Conteſt 
In equal Merits neither is the beſt : 
But now the bold Caſcade 9 « our Eyes, 
Its Falling Cataracts give wild Surprize ; 
Anon we chuſe the folitary Grove, | 
| Where gentle Streams in ſoſteſt Murmurs move; 
There down. the Precipice loud Torrents roll, 


Here * * ot ug 2 


Let not one Inch of Merit pray be loſt ; 
Her Pipe I dlink ir all that the can boaſt ; 
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And poor S—nd—rti finds, when eer 'tis try'd, 
That ſhe's all over Pipe, from Side to Side ; 
Her Body looks as from the Fairies ſtole, 
Enough of Carcaſs to make one large Hole; | 
Where he in Love's wide Bay of Biſcay toſt, 7 
Hard plys his Oar ; but ne'er can touch the Coaſt... | 


$—d—ni. 


Speak of your Triumphs over bleeding Hearts, 
But do not thus affront our nat'ral Parts. 


My Perſon touch'd !—your Malice I deſpiſe ; 
P11 ſpoil your Singing and tare out your Eyes; 
Each Limb, each Motion mar, each graceful Air, 
Thoſe Ornaments you practiſe with ſuch Care; 
Thus end the wond'rous Magick of your Vaice, 
Which all in clever Execution hes : 
Your Courage like your Voice may be a Sham, 
To try, thus down your Throat your Lies Pl! cram. 
[Lays hold Us Fau—na's Head-C loathss 


Si. [ Holding er. 


Mais Je vous prie doucement, na petitte F * 


* 


F I. 


Nay, Madam, if you like Bear-Garden Play, 


On ev ry Stage Pl match you any Way. 
| [Lays Hands on C—z—nis Head:Drihs. 
[The Queen and Princeſs box. 


[8—6—ai and M=ro fries to part them. 


man: ON 


My 3 1—in "UIFB this frelling Tide reſtrain ; 
She's deaf to all Advice I ſtrive in vain! - | 


$8357 ; 


Fury fo 3 who can * 
A Dozen of the Guards bring to our Aid : 
What's to be done ?—they can't out-live this Bout, 


H- dl. 


I di is Wy IRE, let *em fi he 3 it out. 

Oil to the Flames you add, to ſtop their Rage; 

When tür d, of Courſe, their F ury will aſſwage. 
K Bey fe to take Breathe 


* 


=. 
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Tour Majeſty's eonvinc'd now at your Heart, 
I'm capable to play a premier Part: 
If not * ſatisfied 


F.. ( 


. m a . | 
The furious Minx has tore my Mechliu . ; 
She ſhall repent it tho? the Devil's in her: 
To Arms, to Arms — too long we've idle ſtood—— 
Sound Ants of — Revenge and Blood. 
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The Queen and Princeſs again engage : Both Factions play 
all their warlike Inſtruments; Cat-calls, Serpents and 
Cuckoos make a dreadful Din, F—ſ̃—na lays flat 
C—z—ni's Noſe with à Sceptre j—C—Z—ni breaks 
her Head with a gilt Leather Crown : Hl defirour to 
fee an End of the Battle, animates them <vith a Ketitle- 
Drum; a Globe thrown at Random hits the Higb-Prisſt 
on the Temples, he ſtaggers off the Stage S—d—ni and 
M ro quit their Pofts and take Shelter behind the 
Scenes The Queen loſes her Head of Hair, and the 
Princeſs her Noſe in the Skirmiſh At laſt the Goddeſs 
Diſcord inſpires C—z—ni with more than mortal Bra- 
very, ſhe plys her Antagonift ſo warmly, the Queen is 
obliged to fly——the Princeſs follows ; S—ſ—no creeps 
"from under the Altar where he lay bid, and moralizes in 


the following Simile, 


S—/—7z0. 


So have I ſeen two ſurly Bull-Dogs tare 

Firm Limb from Limb, and ftrip the Fleſh of Hair ; 
Mangled all o'er, each Carcaſs but one Wound, 
They ſnarling, biting, bleeding, ſtand their Groundy 
When tir'd at laſt, the noiſy Fray is done, 

The mighty Cauſe of War was but a Bone: 

The pageant Glory of a Title thus 

To Rage provokes each catterwauling Puſs ; 

So much the Shew of Greatneſs is their Care, 

They'll loſe the Subſtance for a Puff of Air. 


| The Curtain drops. 
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